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SO WG © 
& Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a Stall, 
Which ſerv d him for Parlour, for Kitchen and Hall, 
No Coin in his Pocket, nor Care in his Pate, 
No Ambition had he, nor Duns at his Gate: 
Derry down, daun, down, derry down. 
C—— 
Tf at Night he could purchaſe a vi brown 
How — then, andwhiſtle, and fing too moſt 
Saying juſt to a Hair I made both Ends meet: 
Derry down, &. 


* 

But Love the Diſturber of High and of Low, 

That ſhoots at the Peaſant as well as the Beau; 

He ſhot the poor Cobler quite thorough the Heart, 

I wiſh he had hit ſome more ignoble Part: 
Derry down, &c. 

It was from a Cellar this Archer did play, 
Where a buxom young Damfſel continually lay; 
Her Eyes ſhone ſo bright when the roſe ev' ry Day, 
That ſhe ſhot the poor Cobler quite over the Way: 

Derry down, &c. 

He fung her Love-Songs as he fat at his Work, 
But ſhe was as hard as a Few or a Turk: 
e 

ich put the poor Cobler quite into Deſpair: 

Derry down, &c. 

He took up his Awl that he had in the World, 
And to make away with himſelf was reſolv d; 

He pierc'd through his Body inſtead of the Sole, 

So the Cobler he dy d, and the Bell it did toll: 
Derry down, &c. 
And now in good Will I adviſe, as a Friend, | 

Keep your Hearts out of Love,for we find by what's paſt, 

That Love brings us All to an End at the Laſt, 
Derry dtun, &c. 


A . Sequel 


You've an End of the Cobler, but not of his Fate. 
No Mortal came near him, no Shroud cou'd he have ; 
No Coffin provided, nor Care for a Grave. 
Derry down, &c. 
Till at 8 being mov d w th 
Comp 
Reſolv d, after Death, he ſhould follow the Faſhion : 
When he had lain full fix Days till his Leather was 
ſhrunk, 
She cramm d the poor Cobler into an old Trunk. 
Derry down, &c. 
Her Petticoat ſerved inſtead of a Pall, 
Supported by fix, who were Coblers all : 
No Gloves on their Hands, no Coats on their Backs, 
Their Mourning, tho'ſolemn, was Size and Lamp- black 

Derry Down, &c. 

And when this poor Cobler was laid in his Grave, 
As the laſt friendly Office, they ſquall'd out a Stave, 
Oh!] had you but ſeen, their Grin and their Jirk, 
You'd have ſwore they were all keeping Time at their 


Since Wines commit the Fault, 
*Tis natural for Women 
Such little Slips to make; 
And if they were not common, 
How many Heads would ake ? 
Tul give my Wife her Humour, 
If ſhe*l] but give me mine; 
And tho' I hear bad Rumour, 
I never will repine. 
If ſhe a Cuckold make me, 
F'll ferve her in her Coin; 
Ii cer I lag behind, SONG 


What then in Love can Woman do ? 
If we grow fond they ſhun us ; 

And when we fly them, they purſue, 
But leave us when they have won us. 


$SONG 4 
A Courting I went to my Love, 
Who is ſweeter than Roſes in May; 
And when I came to her, by 
The Devil a Word could I lay. 

I walk'd with her into the Carden, 
There fully intending to woe her; 
But, may I be ne er worth a Farthing, 
If of Love I faid any thing to her. 


To an Arbour I did her attend, 

She aſk'd me to come and fit by her; 
I crept to the furthermoſt End, 

For I was afraid to come nigh her. 


FT aſk'd her which Way was the Wind, 
For I thought in ſome Talk we muſt enter ; 

Why, Sir! ſhe anſwer d, and grinn d, 

Have you juſt ſent your Wits for a Venture? 

Then into the Parlour we went, 
There I vow'd I my Paſſion would try 

But there I was ſtill as a Mouſe, 
Oh! what a dull Booby was I ? 


A 2 SONG 
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SON GC $ 
A Damſel, I'm told, 
Of a delicate Mold, 

Whoſe Father was dead, to enrich her, 

Of all her fine Things, 

Lace, Ribbons, and Rings, 
Priz'd nothing ſo much as her Twitch er, poor Girl, 

Priz'd nothing ſo much as her Twitcher, 


The Youths all around, 
With Courtſhip profound, 
Try'd every Art to bewitch her : 
But ſhe was ſo chaſte, 
'She'd not be embrac'd 
By any thing elſe but her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
By any Thing, &c. 
Each offer'd his Pelf, 
In Exchange for herſelf, 
If to him the Parſon might ſtitch her; 
But ſtill ſhe reply d, 
She'd never be ty d 
To any Thing elſe but her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
To any Thing, &c. 
But Cupid, grown wild, 
To ſee himſelf foil'd, 
Reſolv'd to find Ways to bewitch her, 
And humble her Pride, 
Whatever betide, 
He ſcorn's to give Way to the Twitcher, poor Girl, 
He ſcorn'd, &c. 


Briſk Strephon, the young, 
Whoſe amorous Tongue 
The God did prepare, 
To combat the Fair, . 
And try'd to out-rival her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
And try d, &c. 
Young Strephon drew nigh her, 
And fluſh'd with Defire, Try'a 


65 
Try'd Kiſſes and Oaths to bewitch her, 
He prattl d and toy d, 
But ſtill ſhe reply d, 
Piſh, let go the Hold of my Twitcher, poor Girl, 
Piſh, let go, &c. 
But this cunning Spark, 
So well took his Mark, 
He found out the Way to o er- reach her; 
He gave her a Trip, 
Which happen' d to ſlip : 
The myſtical Knot of her Twitcher, poor Gul, 
The myſtical, &c. | 
And thus having ended 
The Thing he intended, 
Who knows what he did to bewitch her, 
Shescry d, No, no, no; 
But yet I can't go: 
Now do what you will with my Twitcher, dear Boy, 
Now do, &c. 
SONG 6. 


A Pean and 

Had late a new Vagary, 
And where at doubtful Strife, Sir, 
Who led the better Life, Sir, 

And was the better Man. 

The Dean he faid that truly, 
Since Bluff was ſo unruly, 

He'd prove it to his Face, Sir, 
That he had the moſt Grace, Sir, 

And thus the Fight began, &c. 
The Preb reply'd like Thunder, 
And roar'd out, twas no wonder, 
Since Gods the Dean had three, Sir, 
And more by two than he, Sir, 

For he had got but one, &c. 
Now whilſt theſe two where raging, 
And in Diſputes engaging, 

The Maſter of the Charter 
Said both had caught a Tartar, 
For Gods, Sir, there where none, &c, 
A3 That 


(6) 
That all the Books of Moſes 
Where nothing but Suppoles ; 
That he deferv'd Rebuke, Sir, 
Who wrote the Pentateuch, Sir, 
"Twas nothing but a Sham, &c, 


That as for Father Adam, 

And Mrs. Eve kis Madam, 

And what the Serpent ſpoke, Sir, 

*Twas nothing but a Joke, Sir, 
And well invented „ &c. 


Thus in this Battle-royal, 
As none would take Denial, 
The Dame for which they ſtrove, Sir, 
Could neither of them love, Sir, 
Nor neither could convince, &c, 


She therefore lily waiting, 
Left all three Fools a- prating; 
And being in a Fright, Sir, 
Religion tcok her Flight, Sir 
And ne'er was heard cf fince, &e. 


SONG /. 
A Fox may fteal your Hens, Sir, 
A Whore your Health and Pence, Sir, 
Your Daughter rob your Cheſt, Sir, 
Your Wife may fteal your Reſt, Sir, 
A Thief your Goods and Plate. 


But this is all but Picking, 
With Reft, Pence, Cheft and Chicken; 
It ever was decrced, Sir, 
If Lawycr's Hand is fee d, Sir, 
He ſteals your whole Eftate. 


SONGS. 
Lass that was laden with Care 
Sat heavily under a Thorn; 
1 hſten'd a while for to hear, 
And thus the began for to morn. 
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So merry as we twa have been: 
So happy as we twa have been! 

O my Heart is Jke to diſpair, 
When I think of the Days we have ſeen} 


When you my dear Shepherd, was there, 
The Birds did melodiouſly fing ; 

And the cold nipping Winter did wear 
A Face that reſembled the Spring: 


Our Flocks feeding cloſe by his Side, 
As he gently prefſed my Hand. 

1 had the wide World in my Pride, 
Ard could all its Glory withſtand. 


At the Eve, when the reft of the Folks 
Were merrily ſeated to ſpin, 
I fat myſelf under his Oak, 
And I heavily ſighed for him. 
My Dear, he wou'd oft to me fay, 
What makes you hard-hearted to me? 
Or why do you thus turn away 
From him who is dyiag for thee ? 


But now he is far from my Sight, 
Perhaps new Advice may approve ; 
Which makes me relent Day and Night, 

That ever I granted him Love. 


SONG g. 


A Lovely Lafs to a Fryer came, 
To confeſs in a Morning early. 
In what, my Dear, are you to blame ? 
Now tell to me fincerely. 
I have done, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a Man who loves me dearly. 


The greateſt Fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover. 
You for that Crime to Rome muſt go, 
And Diſcipline muſt ſuffer. 
Lack-a-Day, Sir, if it muſt be lo, 
Pray ſend with me my Lover, 


($8) 

No, no, my Dear, you do but dream 
We'll have no double Dealing ; 
1 the ſame, 

Tl pardon your Ng. 
1 muſt own, Sir (but I bluſh for Shame) 
That your Penance is prevailing. 


SONG 10. 
A Maiden of late, 
Whoſe Name was ſweet Kate, 
She dwelt in London near Alderſgate ; 
Now liſt to my Ditty, declare it I can, 
She wou'd have a Child without help of a Man. 


To a Doctor ſhe came, 
A Man of great Fame, 
Whoſe deep Skill in Phyſick Report did proclaim : 
Quoth ſhe, Mr. Doctor, ſhew me if you can, 
How I may conceive without help of a Man. 


Then liſten, quoth he, 
Since ſo it muſt be, 

This wond” rous ſtrange Mid cine I'll ſhew preſently, 
Take nine Pound of Thunder, fix Legs of a Swan, 
And you ſhall conceive without help of a Man. 

The Wool of a Frog, 
The Juice of a Log, 

Well parboil'd together in the Skin of a Hog, 
With the Egg of a Moon Calf, if get it you can, 

And you ſhall conceive without help of a Man. 


The Love of falſe Harlots, 
The Faith of falſe Varlets, 
With the Truth of Decoys that walk in their Scarlets, 
With Feathers of Lobſter well fry'd in a Pan, 
And you ſhall conceive without help of a Man. 


Wine Drops of Rain, 
* Brought hither from Spain, 

With the Blaſt of a Bellows quite over the Main, 
With eight Quarts of Brimftone brew d in a Beer Can 
And you ſhall conceive without help of a Man. 
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Six Pottles of Lard 
Squeez'd from a Rock hard, 
With nine Turkey-Eggs, each as long as a Yard, 
With a Pudding of Hail-ftones well bak' d in a 
And you ſha!l conceive withcut help of a Man, 


Theſe Med'cines are good, 
And approved have ſtood, 
Well temper d together with a Pottle of Blood, 
Squecz'd 4 from a Graſhopper and the Nail of a Swan, 
To make Maids conceive without * 


SONG 1. 
A Maiden's ſoft Wailings I now ſhall recite, 
Whom Jealouſy robb d cf each rural Delight; 
a never came from the Linnet's fweef 
hroat 
Ner ſings the gay Goldfinch ſo charming a Note. 


At Duſk of the Evening, poor Phillis forlorn, 

With Love unreturn'd, and hard Labour now worn, 

Firſt lean'd on her Rake, then with Heart-breaking 
Sighs, 

She vented her Grief from her Lips and her Eyes. 

Come Night dark as Pitch, and encompaſs my Head, 

For Celadoa baſely from Phillis is fled ; 

The Ribbon, his Cudgel undauntedly won, 

Laſt Sunday the happier Dorcas put on. 


"Tis ſure if he'd Eyes (but they ſay Love has none) 


That Ribbon at Church might have made me well 


known; 
Alack! I am warm'd with curs'd Jealouſy's Smart, 
For with that ſame Ribbon he gave his falſe Heart. 


My Viſage Ive often obſerv'd in yon Lake, 
My Features are not of the Homlieſt Make: 
Tho Dorcas may boaſt of a ſtill whiter Dye, 


The glaſſy black Slow turns in rolling my Eye; 


The faireſt of Bloſſoms will drop with each Blaſt, 

But Beauty that's brown, like the Holly, will kat; 
rr 
While fine Catherine Pears glow in my ruddy Cheek. 


Ah! 


4 | 
| | 


3 "(Cw 
Ah! did he but know the A I withſtood, 
When the ſpruce pretty Squire I met in yon Wood! 
A broad Piece of Gold he then put in my Hand, 
© But Virtue could him and his Profter withſtand : 
N Virtue is nothing, then Life is my Foe, 
The murmuring Stream ſoon ſhall rid me of Woe, 
My Plaints, © ye Laiſes, with this Burthen aid, 
Tia hard, that a Damſel ſo true dies a Maid. 
ö SONG 132. 
A Maid is ke the Golden Ore, 

Which hath Guineas intrinfical in't, 

Whoſe Worth is never known before 
I. i try'd and impreſt in the Mint. 
A Wife's like a Guinea in Gold, 
Stamp'd with the Name of her Spouſe ; 
Now here, now there, is bought and is fold, 
And is current in every Houſe. 

SONG 13. 

A Pox on ſuch Fools, let the Scoundrels rail, 

Let em boaſt of their Liberty: 
They're no freer than we, for the World's a Goal, 
And all Men Priſoners be. 
The Drunkard”s confin'd to his Claret, 
The Miſer to his Store: 
The Wit to his Muſe and a Garret, 
And the Cully Cit to his Whore. 
The Parſon's confin'd to his Pigs, 
The Lawyer to Hatred and Strife : 
The Fidler to's Borees and ſiggs, 
The Churchman's confin'd to be civil, 

The 's a Priſoner to Light : 
The Papi is bound to the Devil, . 

And the Puritan's fetter'd with Spite. 
Since old Adam's Race are all Pris'ners like us, 

Let us merrily quaff and ſing: 
\ Z----s, why ſhould we pine for Liberty thus, 
When we're each of us free as a King. SONG 


d 
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(1) 
SONG 4. 
A Pox on the Times, 
Let em go as they will, 
Tho" the Taxes are grown fo heavy, 
Our Hearts are our own, 


And ſtall be ſo ſtill, 
Drink about my Boys and be merry. 
Let no Man diſpair, 
But drive away Care, 
And drown all our Sorrow with Claret z 
We'll never repine, 
So they give us good Wine, 
Let em take all our Drofs, we can ſpare it. 


We value not Chink, 
Unleſs to buy Drink, 

Or purchaſe us innocent Pleaſure 3 
When tis gone, we ne er fret, 
So we Liquor can get, 


For Mirth of itſelf is a Treaſure, 


No Miſer can be 

So happy as we, 
Tho“ compaſs'd with Riches he wallow ; 

Day and Night he's in Fear, 

And ne' er without Care, 

While nothing diſturbs the good Fellow. 
Come fill up the Glaſs, 

And round let it paſs, 

For Nature doth Vacuums decline; 
Drown the ſpruce formal Afs, 

That's afraid of kis Face, 

We'll drink till our Noſes do ſhine, 
While we've plenty of this 
We can ne er do amiſs, 

"Tis an Antidote againſt our Ruin; 
And the Lad that drinks moſt, 
With Honour may boaſt, 

He fears neither Death or Undoing, 


(12) (13) 


v  SDWUGS 2. Beſides he had many a prettier Thing, 
Preſbyterian Cat watching of her Prey, Than Ribbands, &c. 
And in the Houſe | I have of your fine Necklaces, 
She caught a Mouſe As ever you did behold ; 
by 
Upon a Sabbath Day. And of your Silk Handkerchiet:, 
Miniſter offended at ſuch a Cat prophane, That are lac'd round with Gold: 
Threw by his Book, Beſides he had many a prettier Thing, 
The Cat he took, Than Ribbands, &c. 
And bound her in a Chain, Good Fellow, ſays one, and ſmiling fat, 
u damn'd confounded Creature, and Blood-ſhe2der Your Meaſure does ſomewhat pinch ; 
faid he, Beſide your Meaſure at that rate, 
Think ſt thou to throw It wants above an Inch : 
To Hell below And then he ſhew d her a prettier Thing, 4 
My holy Wife and me. Than Ribbands, &c. 
u well may ſt be aſſured, thou Blood for Blood The Lady was plcas'd with what ſhe had ſeen, | 
ſhall pay, ; And vow d and did proteft ; 
For taking of the Mouſe's Life Vnleſs he'd ſhew it her once again, 
Upon the Sabbath Day. She ne er ſhou d be at reſt: f 
n up he took the Bible, and heartily he pray's With that he ſhow'd her a pretuer Thing, 
That the great Sin, ; Than Ribbands, &c. 
The Cat was in Wich that the Pedler began to huft, 
Might not on them be laid. 1 And ſaid his Meaſure was good, 
n ſtrait to Execution Boderam that ſhe pleas d to try his Stuff, 
There hang'd oe the 3 And take it while it ſtood: 
Upon a Tree, And then he gave her a prettier Thing, 
While Pref. John ſung a Pſalm. Than Ribbands, &c. 
SONG 10. Good Fellow, faid ſhe, when you come again 
Pedler proud, as I heard tell Pray bring good Store of your Ware 
Sos es Trans And for new Cuſtomers do not ſing, 
at Wn to bad to ſell For PII take all and to ſpare: 
Which he cry'd up and down : - With that ſhe hugg'd his prectier Thing, 
| firſt of all he did begin Than Ribbands, or Laces, Points, or &c, 
Vith 22 Points or Pins, SONG 717. 
tering, Girdling, Tape or Filleting, Shepherd kept Shecp on a Hill ſo high, 
Maids any Coney-ſkins. : A fa, * — a 
we of your fine perfum'd Gloves, And there came 1 pretty Mail paſſing bv, fa, Ia. 
— made . — — : S'1epherd, quoth ne, dot rho: want evra Wire? 
as young give their Loves, No by my Troth I'm not w-ary of my Lie 
When they their Favour win: fs, b; B. &. . 


With 8 S'-2vhotd 


(14) 
V-epherd, for thee I care not a Fly, 

Fur thou” t not the Face with a fair Maid to lye. 
How now, my Damſel, ſay ſt thou me to, 

"Fhon thalt taſte of my Bottle before thou doſt go. 


hen he took her and laid her upon the Ground, 
and made her beheve that the World went ound, 
Look sonder ms Shepherd, lock vonder, I ſpy 
"Vire arc tine pretty Labies that dance in the Sky. 
And now they are van:ih'd, and now they appear, 
Sure they will tell Stories of what we do here. 

Lie fit, my dear Cklu:1;, enjoy thy Concert, 

For tue Datics are to Young, and to little to prate. 
Scene the Heavens fly twuter than Day, 

R:t- © ie, or they wil il all run away: 

R:f- 41. diy, my Shep! terd, quickly I cel! ye, 

Far th. Sun, Moon and S: ars, are got in my Belly. 
O Dear, here am I pray mew me the Way? 
Unto: Father ; Hou: hard by ; 

I he chen ce to chide me ſor Raving fo long, 

J'il tai! him the Fumes of your Bottle was ſtrong. 
And now thou haſt brought my Bedy to Shame, 

J pritace now tell me what is thy Name. 

Why Robin in the P.uſhes my Name is, quoth he, 
But I think I told her quite contrary, 


Then for Robin in the Ruſhes, ſhe did cnauire, 
But he hung down his Head, and he would not come 
nigh her ; 
He wink'd with one Eve, as if he had been blind, 
And he drew one Leg alter a great Way behind. 
SONG 8. 
A Soldier and a Sailer, a Tink:r and à Taylor, 
Had once a doubtful Neue, Sir, 

To wake a Mai! a Wiſe, Sir, 

Who Name was Buxom Joan 

Whote Name vas Buxoem joan, 

For now the Time was ended 

Wien ſhe nv more intended 

Do ek her Lp. at N; an, Sr, 

Nor zei the Sheets in vain 
And lie aN Tits along. The 
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(15) 
The Soldier ſwore like 1 hunder 
He lov'd her more than Plunder; 
Ard ew'd her many a Scar, Sir, 
"Wch he had brought from far, Sir, 
In figl. ting for her Sake. 
The Tayler thought to pleaſe her, 
By off ring ber lus Meature 3 
The Tinker tro, with Metal, 
Said he weu'd mend her Kettle, 
And ſtop up ev'ry Leak. 
Brt wile theſe three were prating, 
The Sailor ſhiy waiting; 
Thouglit, if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhould all all cut, dir, 
He then might play bie part. 
Ard juſt e'en as he meant, Sir, 
Tc Loggerheads they went, Sir, 
And then he let fly at her 
A Shot *twixt Wind and Water, 
Which won this fair Maid's Heart. 
SONG 19. 
A Toyior, good Lord, in the Te of Vocation, 
When Cabbage was ſcarce, and when Pocket was 
low, 
For the fake of good Liquor pretended a Paſſion 
To one that ſold Ale in a Cuckoldly Row; 
New a Lenſe made him itch ; 
Here a Scratch, there a Stitch, 
And ſing Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 


One Day ſhe came up, when at Work in his Garret, 
o tell what he ou d. that his Score he might know, 
Says he, 1t is all very right I declare it ; 
Seys ſhe, then I hope you will pay ere I go. 
Now a Loule, &c, 
Says Prick-Louſe, my Jewel, I love you moſt dearly, 
My Breaſt every Minute #:!1 hotter does glow, 
Ay, only, ſays ſhe, for the juice of my Barley, 
And other good Drink in my Celler below. 
Now a Louie, &c. 
B 2 Says 


(16) 


Says ke, you miſtake, tis for ſomething that's better, 
Which I dare not narne, and you care not to ſhow. 
Saus ſhe, I'm afraid you are given to flatter, 
What 1s it you mean, and pray where does it grow? 
Neu a Louſ-, &c. 
Soys he, tis a Thing that has never a Handle, 
"4+ Eid in the Lark, and it lie pretty low. 
Said ſhe, then I fear that you muſt have a Candle, 
Or elſe the wrong Way you may happen to go: 
Now a Louſe, &c. 


Say he, was it darker than ever was Charccal, 
Tt I rever was there, yet the Way do I know. 
Says ſhe, t be ſuch a terrible dark Hole, 
Don't offer to grope out your Way to it ſo: 
Now a Louſe, &c. 


Says he, you ſhall ſee I will quickly be at it, 
For this is, oh this is the Way that I'll go. 
Says ſhe, do not touzle me fo, tor I hate it, 
I vow by and by you will make me cry oh ; 
So they both went to work, 
Now a Kiſs, then a Jirk, 
And fing Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 


The Taylor aroſe when the Buſineſs was over; 
Says he, you will rub out the Score ere you go: 
Says ſhe, I ſhall not pay ſo dear for a Lover, 
I'm not ſuch a Fool I would have to know: 
Now a Louſe made him itch, 
Here a Scratch there a Stitch, 5 
And ſing Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 
SONG 20. 
A Trifing Song you ſhal! hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended : 
All trijiing Pecple draw near, 
And I ſhall be nobly attended. 
Were it not for Trifles a few, 
That lately have come into Play, 
The Men would want ſomething to do, 
And the Women want ſomething to lay, 


What 


OW. 


ow 


hat 


* . 
( 17) 
What makes Men trifle in dreſſing? 
Becauſe the Ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often poſſeſſing, 
That eminent Trifle a Beau. 
When the Lover his Moments has trifled, 
The Trifle of Trifles to gain, 
No ſooner the Virgin is rifled, 
But a Trifle ſhall part them again. 
What mortal Man would be able 
At White's half an Hour to fit? 
Or who cou'd bear a Tea-table, 
Without taking Trifles for Wit ? 
The Court is from Trifles ſecure ; 
Gold Keys are no Trifles, we ſce; 
White Rods are no Trifles I'm ſure, 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 


But if you will go to the Place, 
Where Triſles abundantly breed, 


The Levee will ſhew vou his Grace 


Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed. 
A Coach with fix Footmen behind, 
I count neither 'Trifle nor Sin ; 
But, ye Gods ! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous Trifle within ? 
A Flaſk of Campagne, People think it 
A Trifle, or ſomething as bad : 
But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll find it no Trifle by Gad, 
A Parſon's a Trifle at Sea, 
A Widow's a Trifle in Sorrow; 
A Peace is a Trifle to Day; 
Who knows what may happen Tomorrow? 
A Black-Cecat a Trifle may Cloak, 
Or to hide it a Red may endeavour ; 5 
But if once the Army is broke, 
We ſhall have more Trifles than ever. 


The Stage is a Trifle, they ſay, 
The Reaſon pray carry along, 
Becauſe they at ev'ry new Play, 


The Houls they with Tiles do throng» 


But 


618) 
But with People's Malace to trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a Foot, 
The Author of this is a Trifle, 
And his Song is a Trifle to Boot. 
SONG 21. 
A , a Whig and a moderate Man, 
O' er a Tub of ftrong Ale 
Met, in Ayleſbury Vale, 
Where liv'd a plump Laſs, they call'd Buxom. Nan: 
The Tory a Londoner, proud and high, 
The Whig was a Tradeſman plaguey fly, 
The Trimmer a Farmer, but merry. and dry: 
And thus they their Suit began. 
Pretty Nancy, we're come to put in our Claim; 
Reſolv' d upon Wedlock's pleaſing Came; 
Here's Jacob the Big, 
And William the Whig, 
And Roger the Grigg, 
Jolly Lads as e er were buckled in Girdle faſt ; 
Say which will you chuſe, 
To tye with a Nooſe ? 
For a Wife we muſt carry, hate er comes on't ; 
Then think upon't, 
You'll ne er be ſorry when you have don't; 
Nor like us the worſe for our wooing ſo blunt; 
Then tell us who pleaſes beſt. 
The Laſs, who was not of the Motion ſhy, 
The ripe Years of her Life 
Being twenty and hve, 
To the Words of her Lovers ftrait made reply ; 
I find you believe me a Girl worth Gold, 
And I know too you like my Copy-hold ; 
And fince Fortune favours the Briſk and the Bold, 
One of ye I mean to try, 
But I'm not for you, nor Sacheverel's Canſe, 
Nor pn 5 your = s Hums and Haws ; 
acob the 
— Villiam the Whit, 
But Roger the Griggs. 
With his Mirth and Mildneſs happily pleaſe me can; 
"Tis him I will chuſe 
For the conjujal Nooſe: So 
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(19) 
So that you, the Church Bully may rave and rant, 
And you may cant, 
Till both arc impeach'd in Parliament; 
*Tis Union and Peace that the Nation does u ant; 
So I'm for a me derate Man. 
SONG 22. 
A Very pretty Fancy, a brave gallanta Showe, 
A very pretty Fancy, a brave gallanta Showe, 
E juſte come from France, a very pretty Fancy 
E juſte come from France, toute nouveau, 
De firſt ting be de true Picture of de great magnificent 
City of Londre, 
Dat fill every Part of de Vorld vid Surprize, Pleaſure, 
and Vonder. 
Here de cunning French, de viſe Italian and Spaniard 
runne, 
And vere can dey go elſe, morbleau, to get one quarter 
of de Money, 
And for de Diverſions, dat make a de Pleaſure for th's 
great Tewn, 
Dey be ſo many, ſo fine, ſo p'eaſant, ſo cheap as never 
was known : 
Here be de Hay-Market, vere de Italian Opera do ſweet- 
ly ſound, 
Dat coſt a de brave Gentry ro more as two hundred 
te uſand Pound. 
Here be de famous Com of de Vorld, de troupe 
Italien, 
Dat make a de poor Engliſh veep, becauſe dey vil troupe 
home agen; 
De teder Place be Medamoiſclle Violante ſhew a tou- 
tand Trick, 
She jump upon de Rope ten ſtorie high and never breale 
her Neck. 
Herz be de vile Managers ſhew all de Viſdom of deir 


Brain, 


Dat wake a de fine ting of Vagnor and Abericock in 


Drury -Lane, 
See how dey turn about, for deir own Diverſion, in de 
F.ving Chair : 
So pre digious Entertainment vil never be dis touſand 
Year, SUNG 
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SONG 23. 
A Wi that's full, 
An empty Skull, 
A Box of Bergamot ; 
A Hat ne er made 
To fit his Head, 
No more than that to plot. 
A Hand that's white, 
A Ring that's right, 


A Sword, Kot, Patch, and Feather: 


A gracious Smile, 
And Grounds and Oil, 
Do very well together, 
A Smatch of French, 
And none of Senſe, 
All-conquering Airs and Graces ; 
A Tune that thrills, 
A Leer that kills, 
Stoln Flights and borrow'd Phraſes, 
A Chariot gilt, 
To wait on hilt, 
An awkward Pace and Carriage: 
A foreign Tour, 
Domeſtic Whore, 
And mercinary Marriage. 
A Limberham, 
G----- D----- ve Mam. 
A Smock - face, tho" a mann'd one; 
A pcaceful Sword, 
Not one wit: Word, 
But ftrut and prate at random. 
Duns, Baitaras, Claps, 
And am'rous Scraps 
Of Czlia and Amandis; 
Toſs up a Beau, 
That grand Ragou, 
That Hedge-podge for the Ladies, 


SO NC 
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SONG 24 
A Woman's Ware, like China, 
Now cheap, now dear is bought; 
When whoie tho' worth a Guinea, 
When breke's not worth a Groat, 
A Woman at St. James's, 
With H.ndreds you obtain; 
But fay till loft her Fame is, 
She Il be cheap in Drury-Lane. 
SONG 235. 
AW you that wou'd retine your Blood, 
As pure as lam d Lewillin ; 
By Waters clear, come ev'ry Year, 
And drink at Bally Spelling. 
If Spots or Itch the Skin enrich, 
With Rubies pam the telling; 
*Twill clear the Skin, before you ve been, 
A Month at Bally Spelling. » 4 
If Lady's Cheek, be green as Leek, | 
When ſhe comes from her Dwelling ; 
The kindling Roſe within it glows, 
When ſhe's at Bally Spelling. 
The Sooty Brown, who comes to Town, 
Grows here as fair as Helen, 
Then back the goes, to kill the Beaux, 0 
By Dint of Bally Spelling. 
Our Ladies are as freſh and Fair, 
As Roſe or bright Dunkelling ; 
Ard Mars might make a fair Miſtake, 
Were he at Bally Spelling. 
We Men ſubmit as they think fit, 
And here is no rebelling 
The Reaſon's piain, the Ladies reign, 
They're Queens at Bally Spelling. 
By matchleſs Charms, unconguer'd Arms, 
The; have the Gift of quelling ; 
Such dup' rate Foes as dare oppoſe 
Their Power at Bally Spelling, 


( 22 ) 

Cold Water turns to F. and burns, 
I know becauſe ! fell in 

A Stream that came from one bright Dame, 
Who rank at Bally Spelling. 

Fire Romy advance, equip a tor Dance, 
And bring their Ann or Nell in 

With h much Grace, I' ture no Place 
Can vye with Bally Spelling. 

No Po'iticks, no {bile Tricks, 
No? lau his Country ſelling; 

We ca wo drin, we rever thiak 
Or th: ſe ar gal Spelling, 

The troubled Mind, the paſt with Wind, 
Do al! come here pell- mell in; 

And they are fre to work their Cure, 
B. drinking Bally Spelling. 

If Dre pſy fills you to the Gills, 
From Chin to Toe thy” ſwelling; 

Pour in, povr out, vou cannot doubt, 
A Cure at Ball. Spelling. 

Death throws no Darts thro? all theſe Parts, 
No Sexton's here a Knetling : 

Come judge and try, you'll never die, 
Ard live :t Pally Spelling. 

Except you ice Darts tip'd with Steel, 
Which here are every Rcile in, 

When from tl-ir Eyes ſweet ruin flies, 
We die at Eally Spelling. 

Good Cheer, ſweet Ale, much Jov, no Care, 
Your Siglit, or Tas G your Smelling, 

Your Cars, ur Teach, tranſperteth much, 
Loch Dat at Bally Spell ing. 

Wulm this Cround we all ſleep ſound, + 
No r-ty Dogs a yelling 3. 

Eaccyt von w ak, for C.elia's fake, 
All Nicht at Bally Spelling. 

Here all you fee, both he and ſhe, 
No Lady Narr. her Cell in: 

But all partoke the Mirth we make, 
Who drink at Bally Spelling, 


( 23) 
Me Rhymes are gone, I think I've none, 
Unleis 1 ſhonld bring Holl in; 
But tince I'm here, to Heav'n fo near, 
F can't at Bally Spelling. 
S$ © 6 26, 
LL in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
The Streamers v.2ving in the Wind, 
hen black e d Suſan came on board, 
O wv here ſhall I iy t. ue Love find! 
Te]: 9 ve 705 A. ulors, tel] me rrue, 
It wy teen W. ian, latis among your Crew. 
Wilt: „who high upon the Yard, 
Roc d win the Eil u, to and fro, 
don 25 bh wel knew Voice he heard. 
He fig... Ind caſt hi- Eyes below: 
The r es twittly thro' his glos ing Hands, 
Ana quick as Lighi lung cr. the Deck he ſtands, 
So the ſweet La:k, high-puis'd in Air, 
Shut< civic his Finions to his Breaſt, 
(If cl 212 his Mate's ſarill Voice he hear) 
Ard d ys at once into her Neſt: 
The n bet Captain in the Brit. ſh Fleet 
Mi; gt ene William's £ Laps thoſe Kules ſweets 
O Suſan, Soiſan, lovely Dear ! 
My Vos ſhall ever true remain 
Let mr wipe off that :a. ling Tear, 
We « ny pare to meet acams 
Change as ye IL, ye Wi nus, my Heart 2 be 
The rithfu! Compal: t at ſtall peints to thec. 
F. eve not uhat the * and men ay, 
Viho tempt with Doabts tay conſtant Mind g 
Jer' tell rhee, Sail rs, when aan, 
v te Aiitreſs find + 
Ves, vee, betty” the my when they tell ther ſa, 
tits ed preſent chert e! = 
9 be fate 1-736 Ce aſt we A 5 
| are len i: D: monds briglit: 
TI. Brcott, 1 Attric's ſpy Cale, 
Tu Skin is Ivory lo White: 
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Thus ev ry beautious Object that I view 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sue, 


Tho" Battle calls me from thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms 
William ſhall to his Dear return. 
Love turns afide the Balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious Tears ſhould fall from Suſan's Eye, 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 

The fails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer muſt the ſtay on board; 

They kiſs d, the figh'd, de hung his Head. 
Her lets ning Boat unwilling rows to Land, 
Adieu, the cry'd, and way'd her Lily Hand, 


SONG 27. 
Att the World's in Strife and Hurry, 
And the Lord knows when twill ceaſe 3 
Some for Int-reſt, ſome for Glory, 
Some for War and ſome for Peace: 
Since the High-Church then and Low 
Make our daily Miſchiefs grow, 
And the Great, who ft at the Helm in doubt, 
Are not ſure, how quickly they may turn out ; 
How biett is the happy he, 
Who from Town, and the Faction that is there, isf: ec; 
For Love and no ill Ends, 
Treats his Neighbours and his Friends? 
Ne ſhall ever, in the Book of Fame, 
Fix with Honour a glorious Name, 


He that was the High Purſe-bearer, 
At his Levy no Crouds you fee ; 
Fic that was the Grand C2ule-hearer, 
Now no longer makes Decree : 
Nav to prove her vavering Evil, 
And that Fortune is the Devil, . 
The Hero leading our Arms abroad, 
Whom they late did celebrate like a God, 
Scarce has any to drink bis Health 
Ea Friend * not kindly put it round by ftcalth ? 
A Whig 
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A Whig is out o' Graoe, 
And a Tory in his Place : 
Riddles all, and ſomething is amis. 
What a whimſical World is this 


SONG 28. 


ALL you that muſt needs take a Leap in the Dark, 
36% . 
Cheated with Hope, by Mercy abus d, 

Betray'd n us'd; 

Cropt in our Prime of Strength and Youth ; 

Who can but weep at fo fad a Truth? 


Once we thought twould never be Night; 
But now, alas! "twill never be Light. 
Heav*nly Mercy ſhine on our Souls, 
Death it draws near, hark, St. pulchre's Bell tolls) 
Nature is ſtronger in Youth than m Age, 
Grant us thy Spirit, Lord, Grief to aſſuage. 
Courſes of Evil have brought us to this, 
Sinful Pleaſure, deceitful Bliſs ; 
We ne'er ſhould have Cauſe fo much to repent, 
Could we with our Callings have been content ; 
The Snares of Wine and Women fair, 
Firſt were the Cauſe we now diſpair. 


You that now view our fatal End, 
Warn'd by our Caſe, your Carriage mend ; 
Soon or late grim Death will come ; | 
Who'd not prepare for ſo certain a Doom ? 
+ _ - Span long Life, with lifeleſs Joys, 
What's in this World but Care and Noiſe ? 


Youth, tho” bleſt by being ſo, , 
As vaſt thy Joy, fo great thy Woe ; 
Ev'ry Sin that gives Delight, 

Will in the End thy Soul affright: 
Tis not thy Youth, thy Wealth, thy Strength, 
Can add to Lite one Moment's Length. 

God is as merciful as juſt ; 

Cleanſe our Hearts, ſince die we muſt ; 


» Sweet Temptations of worldly Joy 
Make ter our Grief, ir ated 
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Think then, when Man his Race has run, F 
Death is the Prize which he has won. 

Sure there are none ſo abſurd and odd, A 
To think with the Fool there is no God! ö 
What is' t we fear, when Death we meet, 1 
Were it not to account at the judgment - ſeat? 
That Providence, we find — Hour, N 


| 
' 
| 


Proves him a fupernat”ral Pow r: 
In Mercy open thy bright Abode, 
, Receive our Souls, tremendous God ! 


SONG 29. 
Al-tho" T be but a Country Laſs, 
Yet a lofty Mind 1 bear---O, 
And think myſelf as good as thoſe 
That nch Apparel wear---O, 
Altho* my Gown be home-ſpun gray, 
My Skin it is as ſaft-—O, 
| As them that Sattin Weeds do wear, 
And carry their Heads aloftt---O. 


What tho' I keep my Father's Sheep? 


"Tis a Thing that muſt be done---O, F 
With Garlands of the fineſt Flowers, 
To ſhade me from the Sun---O. . 


When they are feeding pleaſantly, 
Where Graſs and Flow'rs do ipring---O, 

Then on a flowry Bank at Noon, 
I ſet me down and fing---O, 


My Paiſly Peggy, cork'd with Sage, | | 
Contains my drink but thin---O, 
No Wines do e er my Brain enrage, 
Or tempt my Mind to Sin---O. 
My Country Curds, and Wooden Spoon, 
I think them unco fine---O, 
And on a flowry Bank at Noon, 
I ſet me down and dine---O, 


' Altho' my Parents cannot raiſe 
Great Bags of ſhining Gold---O, 
Like them whaſe Daughters, now a Days, 
Like Swine are bought and fold---O ; 


Yet 


(27) 
Yet my fair Body it ſhall keep 
An honeſt Heart within---O, 
And for twice fifty thouſand Crowns, 
1 value not a Pin---O. 
I uſe nae Gums upon my Hair, 
Nor Chains about my Neck---O, 
Nor ſhining Rings upon my Hands, 
My Fingers ſtraight to deck -G: 
But for that Lad to me ſhall fa“, 
And I have Grace to wed---O, 
I'll keep a Jewel worth them a, 
I mean my Maidenhead- -O. 
O canny Fortune give to me 
The Man I dearly love---O: 
Tho' we want Gear, I dianna care, 
My Hands I can improve---O : 
Expecting for a Bleffing till, 
Deſcending from above---O, 
Then we'll embrace and ſweetly kiſs, 
Repeating Tales of Love---O. | 
=. ONG 30. | 
Who Conſcience do profeſs 3 
And in that Sort of Conſcience 855 
Do practice nothing leſs : 
I mean the Sect of thoſe Elect, 
That's loath to live by Merit. 
That lead their Lives with other Mens Wives, 
According unto the Spirit, 
One met with a holy Siſter of ours, 
A Saint who dearly lov'd him, 
And fain he would have kiſs d her, ; 
Becauſe the Spirit mov d him: _ 
But ſhe deny'd, and he reply'd, \ 
You're damn d unleſs you do it: \ 
Therefore conſent, do not repent, J ; 
For the Spirit doth move me to its 1 


p . 


She, not willing to offend. 
Yielded unto his Motion; 
And what theſe two did intend, 
W as out of pure —_— 
2 


| 
' 
| 
| 


„„ 


(28 ) 
To lie with a Friend and Brother, 
She thought the ſhould die no Sinner; 
Put ere five Months were poſt and gone, 
The Ep:rit was quick within her. 


Tut what will the Wicked fay, 


Nen they ſhall hear cf this Rumour ; 
eye hugh at us every Day, 

Ard ſcoff us in ev” ry Corner: 
Let em do fo fill, if they will, 

We mean not to follow their Faſhion; 
They'e none of our Sect, nor of the Elect. 

Nor none of our Congregation. 


But when the Time was come, 
That ſhe was to be laid, 
It was no very great Crime, 
Cemmitted by her, they faid ; 
Cauſe they did know, and ſhe did ſhew, 
*T was done by a Friend and a Brother; 
But a very great Sin, they faid, it had been, 
If it had bcen done by another. 


SONG 31. 


ANdrew and Maudlin, Rebecca and Will, 
t and Thomas, aud Jockey and Mary 
Kate o th Kitchen, and Kit of the Mill. 
Dick the Pluwman, and Joan of the Dairy, 
To ſolace their Lives, and to ſweeten their Labour, 
All met on a Time with a Pipe and a Tabor. 


» 


Andrew was cloathed in Shepherd's Grey: 


And Will had put on his Holliday Jacket; 
Beck had a Coat of Poplin-jay, 

And Madge bade Ribes down to her Placket ; 
Meg and Moll in Frieze, Tom and Jockey in Leather, 
And ſo they began all to Foot it together. 

Their Heads and their Arms about them they flung, 

With all the Might and Force they had ; 

Their Legs went like Flails, and as looſely hung, 

They cudgell'd their Arſes as if they were mad; 
Their Faces did ſhine, and their Fires did kindle : 
While the Maids they did trip and turn like a Spindle. 
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Andrew chuck d Maudlin under the Chin, 
Simper ſhe did like a Fermety-Kettle ; 
The Twang of whoſe Blubber-Lips made ſuch a Din, 
As if her Chops had been made of Bell-metal : 
Kate laugh'd heartily at the ſame Smack, 
And loud ſhe did anſwer it with a Bumb-crack. 
At no Whitſon-Ale there e er yet had been 
Such Frayſters and Friſkers as theſe Lads and Laſſes; 
From their Faces the Sweat ran down to be ſeen, 
But ſure I am, much more from their Arſ:s ; 
For had you but ſeen't, you then would have ſwore, 
You never beheld the like fince you were born. 
Here they did fling, and there they did hoift ; 
Here a hot Breath, and there went a Savour ; 
Here they did glance, and there they did gloift ; 
Here they did fimper, and there they did ſlaver: 
Here was a Hand, and tnere was a Placket, 
Whilſt, hey! their Sleeves went flicket-a-flacket, 
The Dance being ended, they ſweat and they ſtunk, 
The Maidens aid ſmirk it, the Voungſters did kiſs ems 
Caltes ard Ale few about, they clapp d Hands and drunk. 
They laugh'd and giggl'd until they bepiſt em; 
They laid the Girls down, and gave each a green Mantle, 
M hile their Brcaſts and their Bellieswu entpintle- a- pantle. 
SONG 32. 
AY elderly Lady, whoſe bulky ſquat Figure, 
By Hoop and white Damaſk was render d much 
bigger, 
Witkheut Hood, and bare - neck d, to the Park did repair 
To ſhew her new Clothes, and to take the freſh Air. 
Her Shape, her Atti: e, taisꝰd a Shout and loudLaughter: 
Away v addles Macam, the Mob hurnes after, 
Quoth a Wag then, objerving the noiſy Croud follow, 
As ſhe came with a Hoop, ſhe is gone with a Hollow. 


SONG . 
ARrR, who urdern-ath the Table 
Thy curious Texture hait diſpla; d, 
©, it we may beLeve the Fable, 
Watt once a blocming lovely Maid, 
C 3 Inſiducus, 
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Inſiduous, reſtleſs, watchful Spider, 

Fear no officious Damſel's Broom ; 
Extend thy artful Building wider, 

And ſpread thy Banners round my Rooms 
While I thy wond' rous Fabrick ftare at, 

And think no hapleſs Poet's Fate, 
Like thee confin'd to lonely Garret, 

And proudly baniſh'd Rooms of State. 


And as from out thy tortur'd Body, 
Thou draw' thy ſlender Wit and Pain; 
So does he labour, like a Noddy, 

To ſpout Materials from his Brain. 


He for ſome gaudy flatt*ring Creature, 
That fpreads her Charms before his Eye : 
And that's a Conqueſt little better, | 
Than thine o er captive Butterfly. 
Thus far, tis plain you both agree; 
Your Death, perhaps, may better ſhow it; 
*Tis ten to one but 
Ends both the Spider and the Poet. 


SONG 14. 


AS Chloe came into the Room t'other Day, 

I peviſh began, where ſo long cou d you ſtav, 
in your Life Time, you never regarded your Hour, 
You have promis d at two, & pray (look Child) tis four, 
A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures nor Wheels, 
* Tis enough that it's loaded with Baubles and Scals, 
A Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bear --- 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air. | 


Lord! bleſs me, faid the, let a Body but ſpeak, 

Here's an ugly hard Rofe-bud, fall'n into my Neck, 

It has hurt me and vext me to ſuch a Degree; 

See here, for you never believe me, pray ſee, 

On the left Side my Breaſt what a Mark it has made; 

So ſaying, her Boſom ſhe careleſs di play d, 

That Seat of Delight I with Wonder ſurvey d, 

And forgot ev'ry Word I defign'd to have faid. 
| SONG 
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$ Sparks fly upwards, Man is born 
A . 
But he that takes to him a Wife, 
Doth make his Burthen double ; 
For Women we have always found, 
In Strife and Miſchief to abound ; 
Of Man they make a Bubble, 
Of Man, &c. 
Oh! Job he was a patient Man, 
He liv'd in ſpite o th Devil; 
Tho” Goods and Chattles all were loft, 


Yet Job was very civil: 
But when he took to him a Nurſe, 
She 'd indeed his Curſe 


He fill'd the World with Wonder; 
With Jaw-bone he Philiſtines flew, 

His s did ſound like Thunder; 
But when with Daliah he toy d, 


The Sorc' reſs ſoon his Strength deſtroys; 


She quickly brought him under ; 
She quickly, &c. 

King David was an upright Man, 

I tell to you no Fiction, 

Until that Beerſheba he faw, 

That pretty pleaſing Vixen, 

When he her naked view'd, 

He found his Goodneſs ſubdu d; 
She wrought him great Affliction, 
She wrcught, &c. 

King Solomon was the wiſeſt Man 
That ever try'd with Woman ; 

When he had try d the Set all round, 
The Virtuous and the 

They're all alike be wiſely cry'd, 

Vexation, Vanity, and Pride; 

They merit, &c, 
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The poor Man he goes out to Work, 
As hard as he is able ; 

At Night when he comes Home well tir'd, 
She bids him rock the Cradle; 

And if the ſame he doth refuſe, 

The faucy Puſs will him abuſe, 

And thump him with the Ladle, 
And thump, &c. 

The Thief that rides up Holborn Hill, 
To Oliver Cromwell's Palace, 

May find ſome Friend perchance ſtep in, 
To fave him from the Gailows : 

Oh! no, he cries, drive on to Gib, 

I'll ne'er be Slave to my own Rib, 
Drive on the Cart good Fellows, 
Drive on, &e. 

SONG 36. 

AS I ſat at my Spinning-wheel, 

A benny Lad there paſſed by; 
1 kenn d him round, and lik d him weel, 
Geud Faith he had a benny Eve: 
My Heart new Panting gan to feel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spmning-wheel, 

Moft graciouſly he did appear, 

As he my Preſence did draw near, 

Add round about my ſlender Waiſt 

He claſp'd his Arms and me embrac'd: 
To kits my Hand he down did kneel, 
As I fat at my Spinning-wheel, 

My Milk-white Hand he did extol, 

And prats'd my Fingers long and imall ; 

And 1a!d there was no Lady fair, 

That ever cou'd with me compare. 
Theſe pleaſing Words my Heart did fee! ; 
But ſill I turn'd my Spinning-whecl, 

Altl.o I ſeemingly did chide, 

Yet he wou'd never be deny'd ; 

But did declare his Love the more, 

Cat my Heart was wounded lore, 
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That I my Love cou'd ſcarce conceal ; 

But yet I turn d my Spinning-wheel. 
As for my Yarn, my Rock and Reel, 
And after that, my Spinning-wheel, 

He bid me leave them all with Speed, 

Ard gang with him to yonder Mead. 

My panting Heart ſtrange Flames did feel; 

Yet ſtill I turn'd my Spinning-wheel. 
He ſtopp'd and gaz d, and blithly faid, 
Now ſpeed thee well my bonny Maid ; 
But if thou ſt to the Hay-cock go, 

I'll learn thee better Work, I trow. 
Good Faith I lik'd him paſſing-weel ; 
But ſtill I turn d my Spinning-wheel. 

He lovely veil d his Bonnet oft, 

And ſweetly kiſs d my Lips ſo ſoft; 

Vet ſtill, between each honey Kiſs 

He urg 2 to gang to further Bliſs : 

Till I reſiſtleſs Fire did feel, 

Then let alone my Spinning- wheel. 
Among the pleafing Cocks of Hay, 
Then with my bonny Lad I lay 
What Damſel ever could deny 
A Youth with ſuch a charming Eye? 

The Pleaſure 1 cannot reveal, 

It far ſurpaſs'd the Spinning- Wheel. 

SONG 7375. 

AS' it fell on a Holy-day, 

As it fell on a Holy-day, 

And upon a Holy-tide a, 

And upon a Holy-tide a. 

And when Jobs Dory ts Paris was came, 
A little before the Gate a ; 

John Dory was fitted, the Porter was witted, 
To let him in thereat a. 

The firſt Man that John Dory did nieet, 
Was good King John of France a ; 

John could well of his Courteſie, 
But fell dowa in a Trance a, 
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A Pardon, a Pardon, my Leige and my King. 
For my merry Men and for me a : 
And all the Churls in merry England 
I' bring them all bound to thee a. 


And Nichol was then 2 Corniſh Man, 
A little befide Bohide a ; 

And he mann'd forth a good black Bark, 
With fifty good Oars on a Side a. 

Run up, my Boy, unto the Main Top, 

And look what thou canſt ſpy a: 

Who ho! who ho! a goodly Ship I do ſee, 
I trow it to be John Dory a. | 

They hoiſt their Sails, both Top and Top, 
The Miſeen and all was try d a; 

And every Man ſtood to his Lot, 
Whatever ſhould betide a. 

The roaring Cannons then were ply'd; 
And dub a dub went the Drum a; 

The ſounding Trumpets loud they cry'd, 
To courage both all and ſome a. 

The grapling Hooks were brought at length, 
The brown Bill, and the Sword a ; 


John Dory at length, for all his Strength, 
Was clapp'd faſt under board a. 


SONG 38. 
S walking forth to view the Plain, 
Upon a Morning early ; 
While May's ſweet Scent did chear my Brain, 
From Flowers which grew ſo rarely; 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty Maid, 
She ſſ in' d, tho” it was fogie; 
I aſk'd her Name; Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
My Name is Katherine Ogie. 
I ftood awhile, and did admire 
To ſee a Nymph ſo ſtately ; 
So briſk an Air there did appear 
In a Country Maid fo neatly : 
Such natural S xeetneſs ſhe diſplay d, 
Like a Lily in a Bogoc ; 


(35) 
Diana's ſelf was ne er array d 
Like this ſame Katherine Ogie. 
Thou Flow r of Females, Beauty's 
Who ſees thee, ſure muſt prize thee, 
Tho? thou art dreſs in Robes but mean, 
Yet thoſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 
Thy handſome Air, and graceful Look, 
Excells a clowniſh Roguie; 
Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke, 
My charming Katherine Ogie. 
O were I but ſome Shepherd-Swain ! 
To feed my Flock beſide thee, 
At Boughting- time to leave the Plain, 
In milking to abide thee: 
I'd think myſelf a happier Man, 
With Kate, my Club and Dogie, 
Than he that hugs his Thouſands Ten, 
Had I but Katherine Ogie. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' Imperial Throne, 
And Statetmens dangerous Station 


| I'd be no King, I'd wear no Crown, 


I'd ſmile at conquering Notions 3 


| Night I careſs, and fill poileſs 


The Laſs of whom I'm vogie 3 


For theſe are Toys, and ill look leſs, 


Compar'd with Katherine Ogie. 


But I fear the Gods have not decreed 


For me fo fine a Creature, 
Whoſe Beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other Works in Nature : 
Clouds of Diſpair ſut round my Love, 
That are both dark and fogie ; 
Fity my Caſe ye Pow'rs above! 
Elſe I dye for Katherine Ogie. 


SONG 39. 
AS Chloe on Flowers reclin'd o'er the Stream, 
She figh'd to the Breeze, and made Collin her Theme; 
Tho pleaſant the Stream, and tho' cooling the Breeze, 


And the Flowers tho' fragrant, ſhe * 
And the Flowers, &c. The 


(36) 


The Stream it was fickle, and haſted A 
It kiſs'd the fweet Banks, but no longer would ſtay; 
Tho? beautious inconſtant, and faithleſs tho” fair, 
Ah! Collin look in, and behold thyſelt there, 

Ah! Collin look in, &c. 
The Breeze that ſo ſweet on her Boſom did play, 
Now roſe to a Tempeſt, and darken'd the Day, 
As ſoft as the Breeze, and as loud as the Wind, ö 
Such Collin when angry, and Collin when kind, 

Such Collin when, &c. 


The Flowers when gather d fo beautious and ſweet, 
Now fade on her Boſom, and die at her Feet; 
As fair in their Bloom, and as foul in Decay, 
Such Collin when preſent, and Collin away, 
Such Collin when, &c. 
In Rage and Deſpair from the Ground the aroſe, 
And from her the Flowers ſo faded ſhe throws; 
She weeps in the Stream, and ſhe fighs to the Wind, 
And reſolves tv drive Collin quite out of her Mind, 
And reſolves, &c. 


But what her Reſolves, when her Collin appear'd, 

The Stream it ſtood ſtill, and no Tempeſt was heard: 

The Flowers recover'd their beautiful Hue, 

She found he was kind, and believ'd he was true, 
She found he, &c. 
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SONG 30. | 

ASS, thou ſilly dotard Man, i 
Whence our Ruin firſt began, 

How our Grief and deadly Woe | 


Did from Woman, Woman, flow? 

We might live and happy be, 

Could we ſnun this Enemy; 

All the Pangs the Heart e er knew, 

From vain Woman, Woman, grew. 

Aſk what calm Felicity 

Man enjoy d, how bleſt was he 

Nought could his Repoſe invade, 

Till falſe Woman, ſhe was made. : 
U 8 
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J-on 25 ſhe receiv'd her Breath, 
Man was ſubject unto Death: 
Other Evils to their Shame, 
From deceitful Woman came. 


Aſk what Ills befel old Troy, 
Which falſe Helen did deſtroy, 
Of the tender Bridegrooms, who 
Were by Woman, Woman flew. 


How the brave Mark Anthony 

Loſt the World by faithleſs She; 
Ruin'd States, loſt Crowns and Kings, 
From vain Woman, Woman, ſprings. 


SONG 41. 
AS Celadon once from his Cottage did ſtray, 
To court his dear Jug on a Hillock of Hay; 
What aukward Confufion oppreſs d the poor Swain, 
When thus he deliver'd his Paſſion in Pain. 


O Joy of my Heart, and Delight of my Eyes, 
Sweet Jug, tis for thee faithful Celadon dies; 
My Pipe Ive forſaken, tho' reckon' d fo ſweet, 
And ſlecping or waking thy Name I repeat. 


When Swains to an Alchouſe by Force do me lug, 
Inſt:ad of a Pitcher; 1 call for a Jug; 

And ſure vou can't chide at repeating your Name, 
When the Nightingale every Night does the ſame. 


Sweet Jug he a Hundred Times o'er does repeat, 
Which makes People ſay, that his Voice is ſo ſweet, 
Ah! why doſt thou laugh at my forrowiul Tale, 
Too well I'm afſur d that my Words won't prevail. 


For Roger, the Thatcher, poſſeſſes thy Breaſt, 

As he at our laſt Harveſt Supper confeſt. 

IT own it, fays Jug, he has gotten my Heart, 

His long curling Hair, locks fo pretty and ſmarte 

His Eyes are ſo black, and his Cheeks are fo red, 

They prevail more with me than all you have ſaid; 
Ti you court me, and kits me, and do what you can, 


Twill G2:ity nothing for Roger's the Man. 
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SONG 42. 
AS Celia near a Fountain lar, 
- Her Ev:-lids clos'd with Sleep, 


The Shepherd Damon chanc'd that Way | 
To errve his Flook of Sheep, | 
To drive, &c. 


With wful Ster h'approach'd the Fair, 
To view her charming Face, 
Where ev'ry Feature wore an Air, 
And ev'ry Part a Grace, 
And ev'ry, &c, 
His Heart inflam'd with amorous Pain, 
He wiſh'd the Nymph would wake, 
Tho' ne'er before was any Swain 
So unprepar'd to ſpeak, 
So unprepar'd, &c. 
Whilt ſlumb' ring thus fair Celia lay, ; 
Sott Wiſhes fill d her Mind, 
She cry'd, come, Thyrſis, come away, 
For now I will be kind, 
For now. &c. 
Damon embrac's the lucky Hit, 
And fiew into her Arms, 
He tool her in the yielding Fit, 
Ard riffed all her Charms, 
And riied, &. > 
SONG 42. 
AS Damon late with Chlce fat, 
They talk d of am'rous Bliſfe- ; 
Kind Things he ſaid, which ſhe repaid, 
In pleating Smiles and Kiſſes. 
With tunetul Tongue, of Love he ſung; 
She thank'd him for his Ditty: 
But ſaid, one Day, ſhe heard him ſay, 
The Flute was mighty pretty. 
Young Damon, who her Meaning knew, 
Took out his Pipe to charm her; 
And while he ſtrove with wanton Love, 
And iprightly Airs, to warm her: 


(39) 
She beg d the Swain, to play one Strain, 
In all the ſofteſt Meaſure, 
Whoſe killing Sound would ſweetly wound, 
And moke her die with Pleaſure, 


Fager to do't, he takes the Flute 
And ev'rvy Accent traces: 

Love trickling thro* his Fingers flew, 
And whiſper'd meiting Graces : 

He play'd his Part with wond rous Art, 
Expecting Praiſes after; 

But ihe inſtead of falling dead, 
Purft out into a Laughter. 


Taking the Hint, as Chloe meant, 
Said he, my Dear, be eaſy ; 1 
I have a Flute, which, tho' tis mute, | * 


May play a Tune to pleaſe ye. 
Then down he laid the charming Maid, 4 
He found her kind and willing, ; £ 
He play d again, and tho' each Strain A 
Was filent, yet twas killing. 
Fair Chloe ſoon approv'd the Tune, : 
And vow'd he play'd divinely ; 5 
Let's have it o'er, ſhe faid, once more, 
It goes excerding finely : 
The Flute is good that's made of Wood, / 
And is, I own the neateſt: 
Vet ne'ertheleſs I muſt confeſs, 7 
The ſilent Flute's the ſweeteſt. | 
SONG 44+ .Y 
AS down in the Meadow one Morning I paſt, f 
Oh there I beheld a beautiful Laſs; 
Her Age I am ſure it was fcarcely Fifteen, 
And ſhe on her Head wore a Garland of Green : 
Her Lips were like Rubies, and as for her Eyes, * 
They ſparkled like Di monds, or Stars in the Skies ; by. 
And as for her Voice, it was charming and clear, 1 
And ſhe ſung a Song for the Loſs of her Dear. 


Why does my Love Billy prove falſe, or unkind, l 
What makes him te change like the wavering Wind? * 
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Frem one that 1s loyal in ev ry Degree, 
What makes him to change to another from me 7 
Y ices he delight in my fad Overthrow ! 
Or doe: he take Pleaſure to torture me  ? 
Bis Snfan will always prove true to her Truſt, 
Im ſorry that Billy ſhould be fo unjuſt. 
In the Meadows, as we were a making of Hay, 
© there we did paſs the ſweet Minutes away 
And as we went early to Harrow and Plough, 
1 milk'd him ſweet Sillabubs under my Cow ; 
O thin 1 was kiſſed, and ſet on his Knee; 
No Man in the World was fo loving as he : 
i lull'd hum to ſleep, and I watch'd him the while, 
And when he did wake, it was with a ſweet Smile, 


But now he has left me, and Fanny the fair, 

Imploys all his Wiſhes, his Thoughts and his Care; 
He kiiſes ber Hand, and ſets her on his Knee, 

And fays all the fine Things he once ſaid to me: 

But if ſhe believes him, the falſe-hearted Swain, 

Will leave her, and then ſhe with me may complain; 
For nothing's more certain, believe filly Sue, 

Who once has been falſe, will never prove true. 


Her Song being ended, ſhe roſe to be gone, 

When ever the Meadow came jolly young John; 
He told ker that the was the Joy ot his Life ; 

And it ſhe'd conſent, he'd make her his Wife: 
Which ſhe not refuſing, to Church they both went, 
Yeung Billy forgot, and young Suſan content: 
Mecſ{ Men are like Billy, moſt Women like Sue, 


And if Men will be falſe, why ſhould Women prove true. 


SONG 45. 

AS I faw fair Chloe walk alone, 

The feather'd Snow come foftly down, 
Like Jove deſcending from his Tower, 
To court her in a filver Shower. 
The wanton Snow flew to her Breaſts, 
Like little Birds into their Neſts: 
But being overcome with Whiteneſs there, 
For Grief diſtolv'd into a Tear; 
Then falling down her Carment's Hem, 


To deck her, froze into 2 Cem. SONG 


A 
V 
* 
V 


-» = » 


For Sr TP How WP 


ain; 


(G | 


(41) 
SONG by 
A S I wilk'd in the Woods one Ev'ning of late, 
A Lats was deploring her hapleſs Eitate ; 
In a languiſking Peſture, poor Maid ſhe appears, 
Al (well'd with her Sighs, and blubber*d with Tears : 
She cry d and ſhe ſobb'd, and I found it was all 
For a little of that which Harry gave Doll. 


At laſt ſhe broke out, O wretched, ſhe ſaid, 
Will no Youth come ſuccour a languiſhing Maid ? 
With what he with Eaſe and Pleaſure may give, 
Without which, alas ! poor I cannot live 
Shall I never leave ſighing, and crying, and call 
For a little of that, &c. 


At firſt when I ſaw a young Man in the Place, 
My Colour would fade, and then fluſh in my Face; 
My Breath it grew ſhort, and 1 ſhiver d all o'er, 
My Breaſt never popp'd up and down fo before, 

I ſcarce knew for what, but now find twas all 

For a little of that, &c. 

SONG 42X7. 
A S muſing I rang'd in the Meads all alone, 
A beautiful Creature was making her Moan, 

Oh! the Tears they did trickle full faſt from her Eye, 
And ſhe pierc d both the Air and my Heart with herCrie-., 
Oh ! the Tears they did trickle full faſt from her Eye”, 
And ſhe pierc'd both the Air and my Heart with herCricz . 


I gently requeſted the Cauſe of her Moan : 

She t 14 me her ſweet Seneſino was flown, 
And in ti.at fad Voſture ſhe'd ever remain, 

Unleſs the dear Charmer wouid come back again. 
Ard in that fad, &c. 


Why, who i this Mortal, fo cruel, faid I, 

That draws iuch a Stream from fo lovely an Eye ? 
To Eeauty fo blocming what Man can be blind, 

Lo Patſinn fo tender what Monſter unkind ? 
To Beauty fo, &c. I 
*Tis neither for Man, ner for Woman, ſaid ſne, 

That thus in lamenting I water the Lee, 
My Wan ler Celeſtial, fweet Darling of Fame, 

is a Shadow of ſomething, a Scx without Name. | 
M. Warb ler, &c, Per+- 
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Perhaps tis ſome Linnet, me Blackbird, faid I; 
Perhaps tis your Lark that has ſoar d to the Sky: 
Come dry up your Tears, and abandon your Grief, 


I'll bring you another ſhall give you Relief. 


Come dry up your, &c. 


No Linnet, no Blackbird, no Sky-lark, faid he, 


But one tliat's more tuneful by far than ail Three; 


My ſweet Senefino, fer whom 1 thus cry, 


Is ſweeter than all the wing'd Songfters that fly, 


My ſweet Sencſino, &c. 
Adieu Farinelli, Cuzzoni likewiſe, 


Whom Stars and whom Garters, extol to the Skies ; 


Adicu to the Op'ra, adieu to the Ball, 


My Darling is gone, and a Fig for them all, 


Adicu to the Op'ra, &c. 
SONG 48. 
A S, near Porto Bello lying, 
On the gently ſwelling Flood, 
At Midnight with Streamers flying, 
Our triumphant Navy rode : 
There, while Vernon ſat all glorious 
From the Spaniards late Defeat, 
And his Crews with Shouts victorious, 
Drank Succeſs to England's Fleet : 
On a ſudden, ſhrilly-founding, 
Hideous Yells and Shrieks were heard; 
Then, each Heart with Fear confounding, 
A fad Troop of Ghoſts appear d; 
All in dreary Hammecks ſhrouded, 
Which for Winding-Sheets they wore ; 
And with Locks by Sorrow clouded, 
Frowninz on that hoſtile Shore. 
On them gleam'd the Moon's wan Luſtre, 
When the Shade of Hoſier brave 
His pale Bands was ſeen to muſter, 
Riſing from their wat ry Grave: 
Oer the glimm'ring Waves he hy'd him, 
Where the Burford rear'd her Sail, 
With Three Thouſand Ghoſls beſide him, 
And in Groazs did Vernon hail, 
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Heed, oh heed! our fatal Story, 
2 I am H. ſter's injur d Ghoſt; 
Vo who now have purchas d Glory 
l A: this Place where I was loſt; 
| Tho! in Porto Bello's Ruin 4 
| You now triumph free from Fears ; 1 
= When you think of our Undoing, = 
You will mix your Joys with Tears, . 
See theſe mournful Spectres ſweeping 1 
Ghaſtly o'er this hated Wave, * 
. Whoſe van Cheeks are ſtain d with Weeping ; 
23 Thete were Engliſh Captains brave, 
| Mark thoſe Numbers pale and horrid, 
W ho were once my Sailors bold, 
Lo, each hangs his drooping Forehead, 
While his diſmal Fate is told. * 
I, by twenty Sail attended, 
Did this Spaniſh Town affright, 
Nothing then its Wealth defended, 
But my Orders not to fight ; 5 
Oh! that in this rolling Ocean 
I had cat them with Diſdain, 
And obey d my Heart's warm Motion, 
To have quell'd the Pride of Spain. 
For Reſiſtance I could fear none, 
But with Twenty Ships had done, 
Whe:t thou, brave and happy Vernon, 
| Haſt atchicy'd with Six alone. 
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Then the Baſtimento's never 
Had our foul Diſhonour ſeen, 
Kor the Sea the ſad Receiver 
Of this gallant Train had been. 
Thus, like thee, proud Spain diſmaying, 
And her Galleons leading home, 
Tho condemn' d for diſobeying, 
I had met a Traytor's Doom; 
p To have fallen, my Country crying, 
He has play'd an Engliſh Part, 
0 Had been better far than dying 
Of a griev'd and broken Heart, 
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Enrepining at thy Glory, 

Thy ſucceſsful Arms we hail, 
But remember our ſad Story, 

And let Hoficr's Wrongs prevail: 
Sent on this foul Clime to languiſh, 

Think what Thouſands fell in yain, 
Wafted with Diſeaſe and Anguiſh, 

Not in glorious Battle ſlain, 


Hence with all my Train attending 
From their oozy Tombs below; 

Thro' the hoary Foam aſcending, 
Here I teed my conſtant Woe : 

Here the Baſtimento's viewing, 
We recal our ſhameful Doom, 

And our plaintive Cries renewing, 
Wander thro' the Midnight Gloom, 


O'er the ſe Waves for ever mourning, 
ſhall we roam depriv d of Reſt ; 

If, to Britain's Shores returning, 
You negle& my juſt Requeſt ; 

After this proud Foe ſubduing, 
When your Patriot Fr:ends you fee, 

Think on Vengeance for my Ruin, 
And for England ſham'd in me. 

SONG 49. 
A S Tippling John, was jogging on, 
Upun the Riot Night; 

With tott'ring Pace, and fery Face, 

Suſpicious of high Flight ; 


The Guards who took, him by his Look, 


For ſome chief Firebrand, 


Aſk d whence he came, what was his Name, 


Who are you? ſtand, Friend, ft and. 
I'm going home, 1 » n Meeting come. 
Ay, fays one, that's the Caſe, 
Some Meeting he has burnt, you fee, 
The Flame's (12 in his Face. 


John thought *twas time, to purge his Crime, 


And faid, my chief Intent 
Was to aſſwage my thirſty Rage 
V'th* Meeting that I meant. 
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Come, Friend, be plain, you trifle in vaia, 
Says one, pray let us know, 

That we may find, how you're inclin'd, 
Are you High Church or Low ? 

John ſaid to that, Ill tell you what, 
To end Debates and Strife, 

All I can ſay, this is the Way, 
I fteer my Courſe of Lite. 

I ne'er to Buw, nor Burgeſs go, 
To Steeple- houſe nor Hall; 

The briſk Bar · bell, beſt fuits my Zeal, 
With, Gentlemen, dy'e call? 

Gueſs then am I, Low Church or High, 
From that Tow'r or no Steeple, 

Whoſe merry Toll, exalts the Soul, 
And muſt make high-flown People. 


The Guards came on, and look'd at John, 
With Countenance moſt pleafant : 
By Whiſper round, they ail foon found, 

He was no damag'd Peaſant : 
Thus while John food, the beſt he cou'd, 
Expecting their Deciſion, 
Damn him, ſays one, let him be gone, 
He's one of our own Religion. 
SONG 50. 
ASE me not how calmly I, 
All the Cares of Lite defy, 
How I batHe human Woes, 
Woman, Woman, Woman knows. 
You may live and laugh as I, 
You like me may Care defy; 
All the Pangs the Heart endures, 
Woman, Woman, Woman cures. 
Aſk me not of empty Toys, 
Feats of Arms and drunken Jcys ; 
I have Pleaſure more divine, 
Woman, Woman, Woman's mine. 
Rapture more than Folly knows, 
More than Fortune can beſtow ; 
Flowing Bowls and conquer d Fields, 
Woman, Woman, Woman yields. 


(46) 
Aﬀe me not of Woman's Arts, $ Tot 
Broken Vows, and faithleſs Hearts; And 
Tell the, Wretch that pines and grieves, Ire 


Woman, Woman, Woman lives, 
All Delizhts the Heart can know, 


More than Folly can beftow ; S 
Wealth of Worlds, and Crowns of K:ngs, The 
Woman, Women, Woman brings. The 

SONG «r. ) 


AT the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with Pleaſure, 
At the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with Pleaſure, 
Let me go where I will, 
In all Kinds of INI, 
F ſhall find no ſuch Furies as theſe are. 


SONG Fa. 


ATtend all ye modern young Laſſes fo gay, = 
Let not ſuch baſe Envy your Fancies diſmay : 

I reſolute bent in your Cauſe do appear, 17 

For what is a Woman now, without an Air? Ex 


I reſolute bent in, &c. 


Tho' Fame has declar'd wi th her oft erring Sound. | 
Our--good ancient Dames were in Fardingales bound ; / 
Yet in other Extreams, the ſaid Goddets declares, 1 
That they had as many vain Whimſies and Airs. | 
I reſolute bent in, &c. 1 


Their furbelow'd Scarves, and their Rumps then in Tae, 
Their Petticoats richly beſpangled with Lace: i 
With ſcarlet Silk: Stockings to ſet off their Ware, 1 


Which is plain, as with us, that they then had their Air. 
I reſolute bent in, &c. 

And now *tis the Fathion, each ſpindle-ſhank Beau, j 
In's ſcanty ſhort Garments, ſtruts on like a Crow; 

While we in our Turn, in the Mode do appear, 


Inſtead of curtailing, ſpread ours with an Air. , | 
I reſolute bent in, &c. | 
But yet if this Faſhion continues, then mine = 


From Seven ſhall! ſoon be extended to Nine: 


: 
: 
: 


To | 
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To maul ſach poor Coxcombs in Spite of their Jeer, 
And we'll rang their Shins as we flaunt with an Al, 
I reſolute bent in, &c, 
SONG z. 
AT the ſilent Ev'ning Hour, 
Two fond Lovers in a Bower, 
Serght, ſought their mutual Bliſs; 
Tho' her Heart was juſt relenting, 
Tio" her Eyes ſeem d juff conſenting, 
Yet, yet, the fear d to kiſs, 
Since this ſecret Shade, he cry'd, , 
Will thoſe reſy Bluſhes hide, J 
i Why, why will you refiſt ? | 
When no tell-tale Spy is near us, 
Eye not ſecs, nor Ear can hear us, 
Who, who would not be kiſt? 
Celia, hearing what he ſaid, 
Gently lifted up her Head, 
Her Breaſt ſoft Wiſhes fill; 
It, faith ſhe, no Spy is near us, 
Eve not ſees, nor Ear can hear us, 
Nils, kiſs me if you will. 
| SONG Fa. 
ls * Arend ye ever tunctul Swains, 
that, in melodious lulling Strains, 
Of Chloe fing or Philliz; 
Tho' weak my Skill, tho' rude my Verſe, 
Upbraid me not while I rehearte 
The Charms of Polly Willis. 
Tho” languid J, and poor in Thought, 
Ilir. Smile ſhall here be brought, 
From Roſes, Vinks, or Lillics; 
© me meaner Beauties they may hit, 
But ſure no Simile can fit 


The Chñarms of Polly Willis. 


3 Simile to match her Hair, 

Aer lovely Forehead, high and fair, 
Beyond my greateſt Skill is; 

How then, ye Gods! can be expreſo d 

The Eyes, the Lips, the heaving Brei! 
Ut charming Polly Willis? 
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She's not like Venus, on the Flood, 
Or as the once on Ida ſtood, 
Nor mortal Amaryllis ; 
Frame all that's lovely, bright and fair, 
Of pleafing Shape, and killing Air; 
And that 1s Polly Willis, 
The Time for Charms may wear away, 
All Beauty muſt in Time decay, 
Yet in her Power there ſtill is 
A Charm which ſhall her Life endure, 
I mean the ſpotleſs Mind and 
Of charming Polly Willis. 
A* ſetting Day, and rifing Morn, 
With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thae, 
I'll aſk of Heav*n thy fafe Return, 
With all that can improve thee ; 
III vifit oft the Birkin Buſk, 

Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt infold me. 

At all our Haunts I w:ll repair, 
By Creen-wocd, Shade, or Fountain; 
Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yun Mountain ; 
There will I tell the Trees and Flowers, 
With Thoughts unfeign'd and Tender: 
By Vov:s you're mine, my Love is yours, 
A Heart wiuch cannot wander, 
SONG 36. 
AT Upton on the Hil] 
There lives a happy Pair, 
The Swain his Name is Will, 
And Molly is the Fair. 
Ten Years are gone and more, 
Since Hymen join'd theſe Two, 
Their Hearts were one 
The Sacred Rites they knew. 
Since which auſpicious Day, 
Sweet Harmony does reign, 
Both love, and both obey, 
Hear this cach Nymph and Swaite 
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| If haply Cares invade, 


* 


As who is free from Care, 
Th' Ienpreſſion's lighter made, 
By taking each a Share. 
Pleas'd with a calm Retreat, 
They ve no ambitious View, 
In Plenty live, not State, 
Nor envy thoſe that do. 

Sure Pomp is empty Noiſe, 
And Cares increaſe with Wealth ; 
They aim at truer Joys, 
Tranquility and Health. 
With Safety and with Eaſe, 
Their | gn Life does flow, 
They no raging Seas, 
Nor Rocks that lark below. 
May ſtill a ſteady Gale 

Their little Bark attend, 
And gently fill each Sail 

Till Lite itſelf ſhall end. 


SONG &. 
AT dead of Night when Care give Place, 
In other Breaſts, to ſoft Repoſe, 
My throbbing Heart feels no Receſs, 
Since Love and Chloris are my Foes. 


At Morn, when Phæbus from the Eaſt 
Repels the gloomy Shades of Night, 
The Grief that racks my tortur'd Breaſt 
Redoubles at th Approach of Light. 
At Noon, when moſt intenſe he ſhines, 
My Sorrows more intenſe are grown ; 
At Ev" ning, when the Sun declines, 

They ſet not with the ſetting Sun. 


To my Relief then haſtzn, Death, 
And eaſe me of my reſtleſs Woes : 
With Joy I will refign my Breath, 
Since Love and Chloris are my Foes, 
E SONC 


/ 
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AT Dead of Night, when wrapt in Sleep, 

The peaceful Cottage lay ? 

Paftora left her folded Sheep, 

Her Garland, Crook, and uſelefs Scrip: 
Love led the Nymph aſtray. 

Looſe, and undreſs d, ſhe takes her Flight 
To a near Myrtle Shade ; 

The conſcious Moon gave all her Light, 

To bleſs her ravith'd Lovers Sight | 
And guide the charming Maid. 

Elis cager Arms the Nymph embrace, 
And to aſſwage his Pain, 

His reſtleis Paſſion he obeys, 

At ſuch an Hour, in ſuch a Place, 
What Lover could contain? 


In vain ſhe call'd the conſcious Moon, 
The Moon no Succour gave; 

The cruel Stars, unmov'd, lock on, 

And ſcem' d to ſmile at what was done, 
Nor would her Honour fave. 

Vanquiſh d at laſt by powerful Love, 
The Nymph expirmg lay; 

No more ſhe Kan, no more ſhe ſtrove, 

Since no kind Stars were found above, 
She bluſm d and dy d away. 


Yet bleſs'd the Grove, her conſcious Flight 
And Youth that did betray ; 
And panting, dying, with Delight, 
She bleſs d the kind tranſporting Night, 
And curs d approaching Day. 
SONG 
T St. Ofyth by the Mill 
A There lives a lovely Laſs; 
Oh ! had I her Good-will, 
How gaily Life wou d paſs. 
No bold intruding Care 
My Bliſs ſhou'd e' er deſtroy, 
Her Smiles wou'd gild Diſpair, 
And brighten ev'ry Joy, 


. 


hp. 


wl 14 * > A 


(51) 

Like Nature's rural Scene, 

Her artleſs Beauties charm : 
Like them, with Joy ſerene, 

Our wiſhing Hearts they warm ; 
Her Wit, with Sweetneſs crown' d, 

Steals ev'ry Senſe away, 
The liſt' ning Swains around 

Forget the ſhort ning Day. 
Health, Freedom, Wealth and Eaſe, 

Without her taſteleſs are; 3 
She gives them Pow'r to pleaſe, 

And makes them worth our Care ; 
E there, ye Fates, a Bliſs 

Reſerv'd my future Share, 
Indulgent hear my Wiſh, 


AT the Cloſe of the Day, - 
When the Bean-flow'r and Hay 
Breath'd Odours in ev'ry Wind: 
Love enliven'd the Veins 
Of the Damſels and Swains ; 
Each Glance and each Action was kind. 
Molly, wanton and free, 
Kiſs'd, and fat on each Knee, 

Fond Ecftafie ſwam in her Eyes, 3 
See, thy Mother is near, hk 
Hark ! the calls thee to hear i 

What Age and Experience adviſe. 

Haſt thou ſeen the blithe Dove 
Stretch her Ncck to her Love, 
All gloſſy with Purple and Gold? 
If a Kiſs he obtain, 
She returns it 
What follows you Sl not be told. 
Look ye, Mother, ſhe cry d, 
You inſtruct me in Pride, 
And Men by Good-manners are won, 
She who trifles with all 
Is leſs likely to fall : 
Than ſhe that but trifles with one, Prithee, 
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Prithee, Molly, be wie, 
Leſt by ſudden Surprize 
Love ſhould tingle in ev'ry Vein 3 
Take a Shepherd for Life, 
And when once you're a Wife, 
You fafely may trifle again. 


Molly ſmiling, reply d, 


Then I'll ſoon be a Bride: 


Old Roger has Gold in his Cheſt. 
But 1 thought all you Wives, 


Choſe a Man for your Lives, 


And trifled no more with the reft. 
SONG 6:1. 


AT Wincheſter there was a Wedding, 


The like was never ſeen, 
'T wixt lufty Ralph of Reading, 
And bonny black Beſs of the Green: 


The Fidlers were crowding before, 


Each Laſs was as fine as a Queen: 


There was a Hundred and more, 


For all the whole Country came in; 


Briſk Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 


She look d like a Lilly of the Vale, 


And ruddy-fac'd Harry led Mary, 


And Roger led bouncing Nell. 


With Tommy came ſmiling Katy, 


He help'd her over the Stile, 


And ſwore there was none fo pretty, 


In forty and forty long Mile: 


Kit gave a green Gown to Betty, 


And lent her his Hand to riſe ; 


But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty, 


For looking blue under the Eyes : 


Thus merrily chatting all, 


pais to the Bride-houſe along, 


With Jonny and pretty-fac'd Nancy, 


The faireſt of all the Throng. 


The Bridegroom came out to meet em, 


Afraid the Dinner was ſpoil'd, 


And uſher'd em in to treat em, 


With bak d, and roafted, and boil d. 


5 
The Lads were ſo frolick and jolly, 
For each had his Love by his Side; 
But Willy was melancholy, 
Fer he had a Mind to the Bride : 
Then Philip begins her Health, f 
And turns a — on his Thumb, 
But Jenkin was reckon's for drinking 
The beſt in Chriſtendom. 
And now they had din'd, advancing 
Into the midſt of the Hall, 
The Fidlers ftruck up for Dancing, 
And Jeremy led up the Brawl, 
But Margaret kept a Quarrel, 
A Laſs that was proud of her Pelf, 
*Cauſe Arthur had ſtolen her Garter, 
And ſwore he would tic it himſelf : 
She ſtruggl' d, and bluſh'd, and frown d, 
And ready with Anger to cry, 
"Cauſe Arthur in tying her Garter, 
Had ſlip'd his Rand to high. 
And now for throwing the Scocking, 
The Bride away was led; 
The Bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking 
For Candles to light em to Bed: 
But Robin finding him filly, ' f 
Moſt Friendly took him aſide, 4 
The while that his Wife with Willy 
Was playing at Hooper's-hide : 
And nov: the warm Game begins, : 
Il e critical Minute was come, | 
And Cnatring, and Billing, and Kiſſing, 
Went merriiy round the Room. 
ort Strerhon was kind to Betty, 
Ard blithe as a Bird in the Spring; 
And Tommy was ſo to Katy, | 
Ard weeaed her with a Ruſh-Ring : 
dukie, that danc'd with the Cuſhion, J 
An Hour frem the Room had been gone, 
And Barnaby knew by her bluſhing, 
Tuat ſcme other Dance kad been done: 


( 54 ) 


And thus of fifty fair Maids, 

That came to the Wedding with Moen, 
Scarce five of the ſifty were left ye, 

That fo did return again. 


SONG 63. 
A= away ! we re crown d the Day, we re crown d 
the Day 
Away ! away! we're crown'd the Day 
The Hounds are waiting for their Play: 
The Huntſman's Call invites you all, 
The Huntſman's Call invites you all, 
Come in, come in, Boys, while you may 3 
Come in, come in, Boye, while you may. 


The jolly Horn, the roſy Morn, the roſv Morn, 
The jolly Horn, the roſy Morn, 

With Harmony of deep-mouth'd Hounds ; 
"Theſe, theſe, my Boys, are heavenly Joys, 
Theſe, theſe, my Boys, are heavenly Joys: 

A 's Pleaſure knows no Bounds, 

A Sportſman's Pleaſure knows no Bounds. 


The Horn ſhall be the Huſband”s Fee, the Huſband's Fee, 
The Horn ſhall be the Huſband's Fee, 

And let him take it not in Scorn ; 

The Grave and Sage in ev'ry Age, 

The Grave and Sage in ev'ry Age, 

Fave not diſdain'd to wear the Horn, 


Have not diſdain' d to wear the Horn. 


SONG 64. 
Bacchus muſt now his Power refign, 
I am the only God of Wine; 
I: is not fit that Rogue ſhould be 
In Competition ſet with me, 
Who can drink ten times more than he, 


Make a new World, ye Pow'rs divine, 
Stock it with nothing elſe but Wine 
Let Wie its only product be, 

Let Wine be Earth, be Air, and Sea, 
Ard let that Wine be all for me. 


] 
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Let other Mortals vainly wear 
A tedious Life in anxious Care: 
Let the Ambitious toil and think, 
Let States or Empires ſwim or fink, 
My foie Ambition is to drink. 
SONG 6;. 
REbold I fly on Wings of ſoft deſire, 
Whilſt gentle Zephirs waft me on; 
Eager as when a Bridegroom all on Fire 
Longs for the Company to be gone : 
She bluſhing flies the Pleaſure, 
He ruſhing graſps his Treaſure, 
Till with mutual Tenderneſs each other they warm, 
Since Phebe's my Guide, 
And Love does preſide, 
Each Monarch, tho' great, 
Wou' d envy my State, 
For ſhe, — tas the Power to charm. 
SONG 65. 
He. BE Mill, O ye Winde, and attentive ye Swains, 
"Tis Phœbe invites and replies to my Strains: 
The Sun never roſe on, ſearch allthe World thro”, 
A Shepherd to bleſt, or a Fair-one fo true. 


She. Glide ſoftly ye Streams, O ye Nymphs round me 
'Tis Collin commande, and enlivens my Song: ¶ throng, 
Search all the World o'er, you never can find 
A Maiden ſo bleſt, or a Shepherd ſo kind. 
Beth, Tis Love, like the Sun, that gives Light to the 
The ſweeteſt of Bleſſings that Life can endear; [Year, 
Our Fleaſure it brightens, drives Sorrow away, 
Gives Joy to the Night, and enlivens the Day. 
He. With Phebe beſide me, the Seaſons how gay, 
And Winter's bleak Months are as pleaſant as May : 
The Summer's gay Verdure ſtill ſprings as ſhe treads, 
And Linnets and Nightingales fing thro' the Meade. 
She, When Collin is abſent, tis Winter all round, 
How faint is the Sunſhine, how barren the Ground ; 
22 ol the Linnet and Nightingale s Song, 

the hoarſe Raven ccoak all the Ni a 
Bech, Ti Love, &c. Ing 


He, 
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F:. O'er Hill, Dale, and Valley, my Phabe and I 
Together will wander, and Love ſhall be by: 
Her Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all the long Day, 
And Phabe at Night, all his Pains ſhall repay. 5 
She. By Moonlight, when Shadows glide over the Plain, 
His Kites ſhall chear me, his Arm ſhall ſuſtain : f 
The dark haunted Grove I can trace w:thout Fear, 
And ſleep in a Church-yard if Collin is near, | 
Bath. Tis Love, &c. : 
He. Ye Shepherds, that wanton it over the Plain. 
How fleeting your Tranſports, how laſting your Pain, 
Inconſtancy ſhun, and reward the kind She, i 
And learn to be happy from Phœbe and me. , 
She. Ye Nymphs, who the Pleaſures of Leve never trv'd, . 
Attend to my Strains, and take me for your Guide: 
Your Hearts keep from Pride, and Inconſtancy free, 
And learn to be happy from Collin and me, 
Batb. Iis Love. &c. | 
SONG 65. 

BEhold the fweet Flowers around, | 

With all the bright Beauties they wear, 
Yet none on the Plains can be found 
So lovely, ſo lovely as Celia is fair, 
So lovely as Celia is fair. 
Ye Warblers, come raiſe your ſweet Throzte, 
No longer in Silence remain, 
O lend a fond Lover your Notes, 
To ſoft:n, to ſofter my Celia's Diſdain. 
To ioften my Celia's Diſdain. 
Ott times in von flow'ry Vale, 
I breathe my Complaints in a Song, 
Fair Flora artends the ſad Tale, 
And fweetens, and ſweetens the Borders along, 
And ſweetens the Borders along. 
But Celia, whoſe Breath might prefume 
4 The Boſcm of Flora in May, 
Still frowning pronounces my Doom, 
Regardleſs, regardleſs of 21 I can ſay, 
i Regardleſs of all I can fay, | 
; 3036 
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(57) 
SONG 68, 
BEfore the Barn-Door crow ing, 
The Cock by Hens attended, 
His Eyes around him throwing, 
Stands for a while ſuſpended. 
Then one he fingles from the Crew, 
And cheers the happy Hen ; 
With how do you do, and how do you do, 
And how do you do again. 
SONG 69. 
BE gone, old Care, I prithee be gone from me 
Be gone, old Care, you and I ſhall never agree : 
Long Time have you been vexing me, 
And fain you would me kill ; 
But i faith, old Care, 
Thou never halt have thy Will. 


Too much Care will malte a young Man look grey, 
And too much Care will turn an old Man to Clay: 
Come you ſhall dance, and I will fing, 

So merrily we will play ! 
For I hold it one of the wiſeſt things 

To drive old Care away. 


SONG 7 
RLow, ye bleak Winds, around my Head, 


And ſooth m Heart * Care; 
Flach round my —— ye Lightnings red, 
And blaſt the Lawrels planted there. 

But may the Maid, where-e'er the be, 
Think not of my Diſtreſs nor me. 

Let all the Traces of our Love 
Be ever blotted from her Mind ; 
May from her Breaſt my Vows remove, 
And no Remembrance leave behind. 
But may the Maid, &c. 


O may I ne er behold her more, 
For the has robb'd my Soul of Rest; 5 
Wiſdem's Aſſiſtance is too poor 
To calm the Tempeſt in my Breaſt. 
But may the Maid, &c. 


( 58) 
Come, Death, O come, thou friendly Sleep, 
And with my Sorrows lay me low; 


And ſhould the gentle Virgin weep, Ther 
Nor ſharp nor laſting be her Woe. A 
Then may ſhe think, where-c'er ſhe be, She. 
No more of my Diftreſs nor me. H 
SONG 71. Get 
„Britain boaſt, thy happy Fate, Y 
Great George thy Sceptre ſways; H.. 
His Rule ſecures thy preſent State, 
His Race ſucceeding Days. FR. 
With Rapture a bright Offepring ſee, Sbe. 
On which our Hopes we build; 
All train'd to guard cur Liberty, v 
Our holy Faith to ſhield., 77 
Creat Frederick view, humanely ſweet, A 
What Bliſs ſhall he impart ? Ke. 
In whoſe rich Soul all Virtues meet, A 
Can warm a princely Heart. kB. 
Auguſta ſwells the Tranſport higher, 1 
Such Graces round her preſs, } Sh. 
As thall the lovely Sex inſpire 1 
Like her, tocharm and bleſs, 1 
By their Example let's evince, \ 
Hew bleſt the nuptial Life, Sh 
Be ev'ry Huſband like the Prince, \ 
The Princeſs e' ry Wife. | H 
Thus while we feel our Joys expand, | 
And number bliſsful Hours, | $he 
Preciaim no Clime like Britain's Land, So 
No Princes equal ours, p 
When George reſumes his native Skies, | = 
(Tho' diſtant be that Day) | Th 
Then Frederick ſhall with Luſtre ſhine, 
And Millions bleſs his Sway. 
Sech Joys as now we Briton's know, 
A long and glorious Train, See 
Shall on our happy Children flow, 
In Frederick's future Reign. sone 


(59) 
Low22bella, my bouncing Doxy, 
Come let us trudge it to Kerkham Fair; 
There's tout Liquor enough to fox ye, 
And young Cullies to buy your Ware. 
She. Mind your Matters, ye Sot, without meddling 
How I manage the Sale of my Toys ; 
Get thou by Piping, as I do by Pedling,. 
You need ne'er come to me for Supplies. 
He. 2 a- mercy, my Sweeting, I find thou think ſt 
tting 
To hint by this Twitting, I owe thee a Crown. 
She, Tho” for that I've been ſtaying, a greater Debt's 
-paving, 
Your Rate of delaying will never compound, 
H.. I'll come Home with my Pouch fo full, 
And ſoundly pay thee all old Arrears. 
Se. You'll forget it, your Pate's ſo dull, 
A: by drowly Neglect appears. 


U.. May the Drone of my Bag never hum, 
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If I fail to remember my Blowze. 
She, May my Buttocks be ev ry Man's Drum, 
It I think thou wilt pay me a Souſe. 


He. Squeakum, ſqueakum, Bag-pipe will make em, 
Whiſking, Friſxing, Money bring in. 

She. Smeaking, Toping, Landlady groping, 
Whores by the Score will ſpend it again. 

He. By the beſt that I kiſs in the Town, 
I ſwear thou ſhalt have ev ry Groat. 

Sbe. By the Worſt that Woman e er found, 
If I have it will ſignify nought. 

He. Then if good Nature works no better, 
Blowrabella I'd have thee to know, 

Tho? you fancy my Stock is iv low, 4 
I've more Rhino than always I ſhow, 
For one good Reaſon of State that I know. 

She, Since you are Cheating I always knew, 
For my Ware I got ſomething too; 
But I've more Senſe than to tell vou. 


( 60 ) 
He. Singly then let's try our Wit, 
I'll ute my Pipe as my Gain ſhall hit. 
Abe. And if Ia new Chapman get, 
You ſhall be eaſy too. 
He, As eaſy as any worn-out Shoe, 
Chorus, Free from Frolick we'll couple gratis, 
Thus we ll ſhew all human Race, 
That the Beſt of the Marriage State, is 
Blow zabella's and Collin's Caſe. 
SONG 13. 
not, miſtaken Swain, thy Art, 
To pleaſe my partial Eyes, 
Thy Charms that have ſubdu'd my Heart, 
Another may deſpiſe. 
Thy Face is to my Humour made, 
Another it may fright ; 
Perhaps by ſome fond Whim betray'd, 
In Oddneſs I delight. 
Vain Youth, to your Confufion know, 
"Tis to my Love's exceſs, 
You all your fancied Beauties owe, 
Which fade as they grow leis. 
For your own Sake, if not for mine, 
You ſhou d preſerve my Fire; 
Since you, my Swain, no more will ſhine, 
When I no more admire. 
By me, indeed, you are allow'd 
The Wonder of your Kind ; 
But be not of my Judgment proud, 
Whom Love has render d blind. 
SONG 74. 
ing out Coney-ſkins, 
Bate 7 Coney-ſkins Maids to me, 
And hold them fair that I may ſee, 
Grey, black, and blue: For the ſmaller Skins, 
I'll give you Bracelets, Laces, Pins, 
And for your whole Coney 
Here's ready Money. 
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Come, gentle Joan, do thou begin 
With thy black Coney, thy black Coney-ſkin, 

And Mary and Joan will follow, 

Wich their filver hair d Skins and yellow: 
The white Ceney-ſkin L will not lay by: 
For tho it be faint, it is fair to the Eye; 
Ihe grey it is worn; but yet for my Money, 
Ge me the bonny, bonny black Coney: 
Come awav, air Maids, your Skins will decay, 
Come and take Money, Maids, put your Wares away : 
Ha ye any Coney-ſkins, ha' ye any Coney-ſkins, : 
Ha'ye any Coney-ſkins here to fell ? 

SONG 75. 
BY the Side of a Grove, at the Foot of a Hill, 
W ere whiſper'd the Beach, and where murmur d 
t. Rill; 

J ro the Muſes my Time and my Care; 

Since ider could win me the Smiles of the Fair, 
Since neither could win me the Smiles of the Fair. 
Free I rang'd like the Birds, like the Birds free I ſung, 

And Daphne's dear Fame nc'er eſcapꝰd from my Tongue 3 
Whene'er a ſmooth Accent delighted my Ear, 
I with'd unawares, that my Daphne might hear, 
I with'd, &c. 
With faireſt Ideas my Boſom 1 ſtor d, 
Alluſions to none but the Nymph I ador'd ; 
And the more I with Study my Fancy refin'd, 
The deeper Impreſſion the made on my Mind, 
The deeper, &c. 
So long as of Nature the Charms I purſue, 
I fill muſt my Daphne's dear Image renew; 
The Graces have yielded with Daphne to rove, 
And the Muſes are all in Alliance with Love, 
And the Muſes, &c. 
SONG 7, 
RY the gaily circling Glaſs 
We can ſee how Minutes paſs 3 
By the hollow Caſk are told 


How the waining Night grown olds 
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( 62:)* 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Day 
Dr1ves us from our Sport and Pl ay. 
What have we with Day to do! , 
Sens of Care! twas made for von. 
SONG 77. 
Ulv, curious, thirſty Fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I. 
Free:y weicome to my Cup, 


Ceuldit thou Hp, and fip it up: | 
Make the moſt of Life you may, 
Lis wort, and wears away, 

Lite is, &c. : | 


Both alike are mine and thine 

Haſt rung quick to their Decline, 

Thine's a Summer, mine no more, 

Thi repeated to Threeſcore; ; 

an re:{core Summers, when they're gere, 
\ 11] appear as ſhort as one. 
WII a4pPear, GCC, . 


8 O * NG oT, 
B Y the Male on your B bies, f» rourd and ſo white, 
Ry the Mole on your Neck, here my Arnis would 
By whatever Mote eie you have gc t ont of Sicht [ unity, 
I beſcech thee to hear me dear Molly | 
By the Kiſ. juſt a fiarting from ot thy moiſt Lips, 
Py tlie delicate up and duwn Jr of thy Hire, 
By the Tip of thy Tongue, which als Tong; aes far out- 
I veſeech, Sc. "7%, | 
By the Dou n en your Buſom, on which my Soul dies, 
By tlie Thing of all Thirge, which yuu love as your Ezes, 
E, the Thoughts you lie down with, and thoſe u hen voi 
I beſecch, Ke. ſrite; 
B all the foic Pleaſure à Virgin cen ſnare, 
Lv the critical Minute a Virgin can be ar, 
Br tlie Queſtion I burn tor to ai, but den ( date, 
I bezecch thee, &c. 
SONG 579. ' 
the Toft of your Health, v.aen full Dumpe's | 
By the am ru Maſanuerade Ecaus ef ihe 4vwn | dow 
By the powder'd peit Fup, and the tuſtzak dull Clown, | 
I prithee now hear me, dear Clilde. 
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By the Pink of the Mode, which the Fair ſo adore, 
By the Pride or the Sex, when their Smiles we imylore, 
B; eh: Charms of your Dreis, and the Force of its Power, 
Iprither, &. 


P; th: Pi duplay'd on your Ring, or your Garter, 
Ry; do ir delicate SnuF-box 3 d much ſmarter, 
By the ſe-ne- ſcay- quoy, v hen your Captives cry, Quarter, 
Iprittee, Ke. 
P; the fimpering Dimple your Smiling diſcovers, 
By the oglirg Clance when you captivate Lovers, 
By tie coructring Belles who cenſure all others, 
1 mithee, Kc. 
By tla· Circle your Hcor ,v. Eich ſuch Charms does inc loſe, 
By your killing bright Eyes, and your aquiline Ncſe, 
By the Death they commit, when a Spark you depole, 
1 prithee, &c, 
By vont Lips {> ambrefial, and Boſom ſo fair, 
By vourP arrot's fire prattle, a hich charms your fine Ear, 
B the gen” rous Sylphs who make you their Care, 
1 prithee, &c. 


hie, By your lilly white Hands, and Fingers ſo pretty, 


as. « 


wn By your exquiſite Genius, facetious and witty, 
, By all the gay Fancirs, deſcrib'd in this Ditty, 
I prithee, &c. 
SONGC 8a. 
the Side of a glimm'ring Fire, 
E Mielinda fat penfively down, 
tire, 


Impat:ent of rural Ei zuire; 
An: vex d to be avient from Ten: 
Ine Cricket from under che Orate, | . 
Witha Chip to her S. ehs * re oly 8 
And the Kisten, as gart 2 a3 a Cat, 
Sat mourntully pu. ig ** dy. 
Alas! filly Maid that 1 was, 
Tha fadly compla:ni g, ſne ery'd; 
Wuen firſt I forſook that dear Place, 
"I were better by far I had dy' d: 
How gayly I paß'd the long Day, 
I | In a Round of continu'd Delight ? 
Paric, Viſits, Aſſemblies, and Play, 
And Quaarille to enliven the Night, How 
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Ho ſimple was I to believe 
Delufive poetical Dreams, 
The flatt' ring Landſſips they give, 


Of Groves, Meads, and murm' ring Streams? 
Blr ak Mountains, and wild ſtaring Rocks, 


Are the wretch'd Reſult of my Pains ; 


The Swains greater Brutes than their Flocks, 
And the Nymphs as polite as the Swains. 


What though I have Skill to enſnare, 


Where Smarts in bright Circles abound ? 


What though at St. James's at Prayers, 
Beaus ogle devoutly around ? 
Fond Virgin, thy Power is loſt 
On a Race of rude Hottentot Brutes; 
What Glory in being the Toaſt 
Or noiſy dull "Squires in Boots, 
And thou, my Companion, ſo dear, 

My all that is left of Relief, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, . 
For bear to diſſuade me from Grief : 
*Tis in vain ther, you'll fay, to repine 
At Is which can't be redrefs'd ; 
But in Sorrows ſo pungent as mine, 
To be patient, alas! is a ſeſt. 

Tt farther, to ſooth my Diftrefs, 
Thy tender Cuompaſſion is led, 

C jenny to help to undreſs, 
* 4 deceyntly put me to Bed. 

Thc i. hamble Solace I wait, 

Would Heaven indulge me the Boon, 
Some Dream leis unk ind than my Fate, 
In a Viſion tranſp rt me to Lon. 

Clariila mean time wel, a Beau, 
Who decks her in golden Array, 
The fineſt at ev'ry fine Show, 
And flaunts it at Park and at Play 
Whilſt here we are left in the Lurch, 
Forgot and ſecluded from View, 
Unleſs when fome Bumpkin at Church, 
Stares wiſttully o'er the Pew, 
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(65) 
SONG St. 
B Y the Sile 07 2 great Kitchen Fire, 
A Sculloa {> Fungry was laid, 
A Puddirg was all his Defire, 
A Kettle fupported his Head: 
The H. gs, that vere fed by the Houſe, 
To his Sighs with a Grunt did reply; 
An a Cutter, that car'd not a Louie, 
Run r..ournteily muddily by. 
But u hen it was ſet in a Diſh, 
Thus ſadiy complaining he cry'd, 
My Mouth it docs water ard with ; 
I think it had better been fry'd. 
The Buttcr around it was ſpread, 
"T was as great as a Prince in his Chair: 
Ol.! cou'd I but eat it, he ſaid, 
The Proof of the Pudding lies there. | 
How fooliſh was I to believe 
It at made for ſy homely a Clown: 
Or that it would have a Reprieve, 
From the dainty fine Folks of the Town ! 
Could I think that a Pudding fo fine 
Cculd ever uneaten remove? 
We labour that others may dine, 
And ive ma Kitchen of Love. 
What though at the Fire Pre wrought, 
Where Puddings da bruil and do ny? 
Tir gh Part of it kither be brought, 
Ard none of it ever jet by? : 
Ah Cn! thou muſt not be firſt! 
Try Knite ar! thy Platter reſign 3 | 
There's Morg ret will cat till ſhe burſt, 
fund her Turn is fooner than thine, 
Ard you, my Companions fo dear, 
W no lorrow to ſee me ſo pale, 
Whatever I ſuder, rorbear, 
Forvear at a Pudding to rail; 
The ugh thro” all the Rooms I ſhall rove, 
Tis vain from my Fortune to go, 
Tis its Fate to be otten above, 
'Tis mme for to vantit below. 17 
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If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 

In your Breaſt any Pity be found, 
Ye Servants that early do dine, 

Come ſee how Ilie on the Ground: 
Then hang up a Pan and a Pot, 

And ſorrow to ſee how I dwell ; 
And ſay, when you grieve at my Lot, 

Poor Collin lov'd Pudding too well. 


Then back to your Meat you may go, 
Which you ſet in your Diſhes ſo prim, 
Where Sauce in the Middle does flow, 
And Flowers are ſtre w d on the Brim ; 
Whilſt Collin, forgotten and gone, 
By the Hedges ſhall diſmally rove, 
Unleſs when he tees the round Moon, 
He thinks on a Pudding above. 
SONG S2. 
BY 2 and ſhaint Patrick, going Home late laft 
Night, 
About two in the Morning, I was put in a Fright ; 
Comes a Dog in a Doublet, ftripp'd all in his Shirt, 
And throws down poor Teague very clean in tne Dirt. 
Then firing his Piſtol direct on my Faiſh, 
Stand ſtill you dam Dog, or you're dead on the Plaiſhy 
De el tauke him r me, for his Favour and Graiſh, 
For ne er was dear Joy in more ſorrowful Caiſh. 
Confounded, and Specchluſe, bold as Hero I cry'd, 
Your Rogueſhip one D>y ſhall at 'Tyburn be try d. 
If Teague catch you again at ſach vile Tricks as theſe, 
He will fwear, Joy, upon you his Majeſty's Peaſh. 
Thus threaten d, he ſhivilly cry'd, my dear Honey, 
F Il not hurt thee at all, but preſent me thy Maney. 
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My Money ! dear ſoy-- tis Teague's Soul--he's undone; 


Well, eben take it all- fur by Chreſht I have none, 
SONG 8$z. 
An Love be controul'd by Advice ? 
Will Cupid our Mothers obey ? 
Though my Heart were as frozen as Ice, 


At his Flame twou' d have melted away, 


When 
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( 67 ) 
When he kiſt me ſo cloſely he prefs'd, 
"Twas ſo ſweet that I muſt have compl d: 
So! thought it both iafeſt and beſt 
To marry, for fear you ſhould chide. 0 
SONG 84. 


CF of the Summer, charming Ri ſe, 
No longer in Confine ment lie, 
Ariſe, to Light thy Form di:c!oſe 
Rival the Spangles of the Sky. 

The Rain are gone, the Stur ore o'er, 
Winter retires to make e Way ; * 
Ceme then, thou ſweetly bluih:ng Flower, 
Come, lovely Stranger, come away, 

The Sun is dreſt in beaming Smiles, 
To give thy Beauties to the Day, 
Young Zephyrs wait with gentleſt Galcs, 
To tan thy Boſe m as they play. 
SONG 835. 


Hloris, Darlirg cf the Muſes, 
Fairer than the blooming Spring; 
t. Sweeteſt There the Poet chuics, 
| When of thee he ſtrives to ſing. 

10 þ While my Soul with Wonder traces, 

All thy Charms of Face and Ming, 
All the Beauties, all the Graces, 

Of thy Sex in thee I find. 
All th: Eeartics, &c. 
Love, Delight, and Admiration, 

In my Breaſt alternate rite ; 
Words no more can paint my Paſſion, 

Than the Pencil can your Eyes. 
Laviſh Nature, thee adcrning, 

O' er your Lips and Cheeks has ſpread | 
Colours that ſurpaſs the Morning, ; 

Smiling with ſweet roſy Red, | 
Colours that ſurpaſs, &c. 
Pallas, Venus too, muſt never 

Boaſt their Charms triumphant yet; 
Cliloris bright outſhining ever 
hen | This in Beauty, that in Wit. Could 
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( 68 ) 
Could the Gods, in their Condition, 
Aug ht on Earth with Pleaſure view z 
Lovely -hloris, ther Arnbition 
Would be then to hve with vou: 
Lovely Chlcris, &c. 
SONG $6. 
9 the Pride of the Plain, 
ſam d tor cr con nuoring Charms, 
Repenting her Scorn of a Swain, 
Sat penſi e, and folding her Arms: 
Her Lute, and her ſluning Attire, 
Nezlectel, were laid at her Side: 
While pining with hopeleſs Deſire, 
The Damiel thus mournfully cry d. 
Ou! could the paſt Hours but return, 
Mh'nl triumph'd in angelut's Heart, 
Clarinda would mutually burn, 
Would mutvally fuſer tlie Smart: 
Bat Fur from the Plain he is gone, 
Enos the * cet Swiles of aFair, 
Whole Kindnef: the Sh: -pherd has Men, 
Ard Clarinda no mor: is his Care, 


How oft at theſe Feet has he lain, 
Bewailing his forrowtul Fate! 

But all his Complaints were in vain, 
I fooliſhly doated on State, 

I long' d to be gas d on in Ton, 
To fparkie in gen Array ; 

By my Dreſ and my Charms to be known, 
In the Park, and at ex ry new Play. 


I thought without Crandeur and Fame, 


That Marriage no Biefſing could rrove ; 


Some wealthy young Heir was my Aim; 

And I ſighted poor Anz-lot's Love. 
Such Madnets b-totted mv >MFrd, 

I recerv'd all has Eighs with Diſdain ; 
I regarded his Vows but as Wine, 

And ſcornfully fmil'd at his Pain, 
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Hew happy my Fortune Had been, 
Could my Reaſon have conquer d my Pride! 
In Bis I had rivall'd aQueen, | 
Had I been my dear Angelot's Bride : 
With him more Content I had found, 
Than Grandcur and Fame can fupply 
Fer his Fondneſs my Wiſhes had crown d, 
With a Paſſion that never woule die, 
I had feaſted with innccent Joy 
On the Pleatures of Kindnels and Eaſe ; 
While the Fears which the Great-cnes annoy, 
Hd ne er interrupted my Peace. 
But ah! that glad Proſpect is gone 
His Love I can never regain : 
And the Lcfs I hall ever bemoan, 
Till Death all relieve me from Pain, 


Thus wail'd the {ad Nymph all in Tears, 
When the Swain to the Green did advance ; 
In his Hand his new Conſort appears, 
With a Train gaily join'd in a Dance. 
Impatient, and ſick at the Sight, 
To the neigbouring Grove the retir'd, 
{Once the Scene of her daily Delight) 
And fainting, in Silence expir d. 
SONG 557. 
(C014 and raw the North did blow, 
Bleak in the Morning early, 
All the Trees were hid with Snow, 
Cover'd with Winter vearly 
A; I was riding o'er the Slough, 
I met wita a Fartrer's Laughter, 
Her roſy Cheeks ard bonny Brow ; 
Good Faith my Mouth did water. 
Down I veil'd my Bonn t low, 
Meaning to ſhew my Breeding, 
She return d a gracetu! Buw, 
Her Viſage farexcecding, 
ad her u here ſhe was going ſo ſoon, 
And long'd to hold a Farley: 
She told me to the next Market-town, N 
On purpo. e to ſe!) her Barley. In 


(70) 
In this Purſe, ſweet Soul, ſaid I, 
Twenty Pounds lies fairly ; 
Scek no further one to buy, 
For Iſe take all thy Barle-: 
Twerty Pounds more fhall purchaſe Delight, 
Thy Perſon I lov: ſo dear! x, 
If thou wilt lig with me all Lieht, 
And gang b me in the Morning early. 
If Forty Pound weuld buy the Clube, 
This Thing I would not do, Sir: 
Or were my Friends as for as Job, 
La never ruiſe ther: ſo, Sir: 
For thou'd you prove one Night my Friend, 
We's get a voung Kd together, 
And vc u' d be gone ere nine Months End; 
Then where ſheuld I God the Father? 
Pray what would then my Parer:ts fay, 
It I ſhould be { fi.l'y, 
To eive my Maidenhead away, 
Ard loſe my true Love E:!ly ? 
Oh, th's wwu'd bring me to Diſgrace, 
And therefcre I ſay vou nav, Sir; 
And if that yu would me embrace, 
Firſt marry, and then you may, Sir. 
[I told her 1 had wedded been 
Fon teen Years and longer; 
Elf d chuſe her for my Queen, 
Ard tie the Kr-t ſtill ſtronger, 
She bid me then ro farther come, 
Eut manage my Wedlock fairly, 
And kerp my Purſe for pour Spouſe at home, 
For ſome other mod buy her Barley. # 
Then as ſwitt as any Ree 
She rode au ay and left me; 
After her I could not go, 
Or Þov ſhe quite bereft me; 
Thus I myſelf did diſappoint, 
For ſhe did leave me fairly 
One Word knockt all Things cut of Joint, 
I loft both Ma:d and Barley. 
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Riding down a narrow Lan 

q me two or three — after, 
Then I chanc 'd to meet ag un 

This Farmer's benny Daughter. 
Altw A was both raw and cold, 

I 0a'% to hold a Parley, 
And meu d once more my Purſe of Gold, 

When as he had ſold ber Barley, 
Love, faid I, pray do not frown, 

Pur let u, change Embraces : 
Tu Pay tlie a fine fi ken Gown, 

With KRrbbone, Gloves, or Laces; 
A Rin: e: I Budkin, Mut and Fan, 

No Lu mall have neater 5 
For, as Jam an honeſt Man, 

I ne'er iu tvwe=ter Creature. 
Then ton her by the Hand, 

d ad, my deareft Jewel, 

Wi Cold bs hen thus diſputing ſtand, 


Ipritl.es be n. t crac!. 


£1 fond 1s Mii 4 ai — bent, 
LT pleat "wy 4 De 441 3 

Tu etore e ki t . to C1 ba, 
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Eat lun I had ne'er come nigh her. 
Sir, laid ne, whit ſhall I do, 
If 1 commit thts Evil, 
Ard vicld my Gt in Love with you, 
In pe you will prove envi} ? 
You tak of Ribbe; K Chess, nl Rings, 
An Lew CU and rea cure z 
Ch, ſet me 43! * et nu thole Thi 1, 5, 
Aud then you hall hart your Pleaſure. 
Fre thy WI tall be oney' 4, 
Said i, r cn dar . ney: 
Teen into he Lap ö K 7 


. 


Full Forty Pouncs in 32; acy 3 
We'll to * Mink -tov 11. ths 4 
A4 fl a: od! 101 17 a end 4 this ICTs 3 


And deck the li ke A Lady JA, 
in — rich Apparel, 
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All my Gold and Silver there 
To her I did deliver; 

On the Road we did repair, 
Out-coming to a River, 

Whoſe Waters are both deep and wide, 
Such Rivers Ine er ſee many; 

She leapt her Mare on th'other Side, 
And lett me not one Penny. 


Then my Heart was ſunk full Jow, 
With Grief and Care ſurrounded; 
After her I could not go, 
For Fear of being drowned : 
She turn'd about, and faid, Behold 
I'm not for your Devotion; 
But, Sir, I thank you for your Gold, 
Twill ſerve t'calarge my Portion. 
I began to ſtamp and are, 
To fee what ſhe had ated ; 
With my Hands I tore my Hair, 
Like one that was diſtracted. 
Give me my Money then, I cry'd, 
Good Faith, I did not lend it ; 
But ſhe full faſt away did ride, 
And vow'd ſhe did not intend it. 
SONG $., 


(COme gentle God of ſoft Repoſe 
And lull my Soul to reft ; 


In thy Embraces let me loſe, 

The Pangs that rack my Breaſt. 
Ariſe ye dear Deceits, ariſe, 

"And dreft in Damon's Form, 
My long expecting wiſhing Eyes, 

With his Retemblance charm. 
Thoſe melting Sounds ſtill let me hear, 
Which did his Flame impart, 


Which bleſt with Love my liſt ning Ear, 


And pierc d my yielding Heart. 


Why rove my Thoughts on pleaſing Cares 


Which only Dreams beſtow ! 


For Oh ! when e er the Morn appears, 
I wake to cadleſs Woe, 
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The envious Light from my fad Eyes, 
Drives ev ry Joy away, 

With Night the lovely Phantom flies, 
And leaves me loſt in Day, 

Since waking then I am diſtreſs d. 
And Pleafure*s fled with him; 

I fleeping I can ftill be bleſt, 
Let Lite be all a Dream. 


SONG 3939. 
C learn by this, ye Batchelors, 
Come learn by this, ye Batchelors, 
Who lead unſettled lives ; 
When once ye come to ſeri * 
When once ye come to ſerious Thought, 
There's nothing like good Wives, 
There's nothing like good Wives. 
4 Come learn by this, ye Maidens fair, 
Come learn, &c. 
Say I adviſe you well, 
You're better in a Huſbands arms, 
You're better, &c. | 


A Batchelor's a Drone ; 
He eats and drinks at all Men's Coſt, 
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SG NG 
COME let us drink, wy 
Tis vain to think, 
Like Fools on Grief or Sadneſs ; 
Let our Money fly, 
And our Sorrow die, 
All worldly Care is Madneſs, 
But Wine and good Chear, 
Will, in ſpite of our Fear, 4 
Infpire our Hearts with Mirth, Boy: : 
The Time we live 
To Wine let us give, 
Since all muſt turn to Earth, Boys: 
Hand about the Bowl, 
The Delight of my Soul, 
And to my Hand commend it; 
A Fig for Chink, 
"Twas made to buy Drink, 
And before we go hence we'll ſpend it, 


SONG gr 
COME liſten, ye Engliſh, awhile to my Strain, 
P'll tell you a Story will give you much Pain, 
How Engliſhmen ftarve while the Foreigners gain. 
With a down, down, down, derry, &c. 
What have you e er done to deſerve ſuch a Doom 
With your Fathers your Wit is ſure all in the Tomb, / 
That you forfeit your Sence for a Squaller of Rome. 
The Veice of an Eunuch what Clown won't obey ? 
Sound Sence for Franciſque you've barter d , 
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And for Glaſſes your Eyes you exchange every | - 
II 
T} 


No Fool is fo dull but their Worth will enhance; | 
But if all their Notion come hither to Dance, 

I hope we ſhall quickly be tir'd of France. | 
Court, and Country ſtand on their Side, f 
— —— — 

Te ſee Engliſhmen walk while the Foreigners ride. | Ls 
With Monfieur our Play-Bills are ſtuck ev ry D; 
kealian, French. Dutchmen fill up ev'ry Way, | 


6 


(75) 


Our Heroes like Italians now impotent grow 
Our Elders all weak as Franciſque 9 
And our Stateſmen ſhort-ſighted, alas = © Hens. 


Ye Schools that for Learning are worthily known, 

No Wonder your Benches fo empty are grown, 

Since our Nation deſpiſe ev ry Art that's their ow. 

In the Manners of England none try to ſucceed, 

| Moft of us, like Frenchmen, both habit and Feed, 
|; But who can't talk French, is a Blockhead indecd. 

Our Old Engliſh Diſhes we re taught to difown ; 


To Ragouſts and Toupees we now are fo prone, 
That we ve neither a Dreſs nor a Diſh of our own. 


SONG gz. 


(COME all you young Lovers who wan with Deſpair, 
idle Sonnets and ſigh for the Fair; 
Who puff up their Pride by enhancing their Charms, 
And tell them tis Heaven to lie in their Arms. 
Be wiſe by Example take Pattern by me. 
For let what will happen by = PII be free, 
27 PI be free. 
For let what will happen, by Jove Ill be free. 


n. Young Daphne I ſaw, in the Net I was caught, 
Ty'd and I flatter'd as Cuſtom has taught, 
m? Ipreſs' d her to Bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon, 
ron But the Date of my Paſſion expir'd with the Moon. 
_ She vow d ſhe was ruin'd, I faid it might be, 
I'm forry, my Dear, but by ove I'll be free, 
7 gd F'll be free, &c. 
or. | The next was young Phillis as bright as the Morn, 
| The Love the? 8 jm proffer d the treated with Scorn ; 
4 gi d at her Folly, and told her my Mind, 
That none could be handſome, but ſuch as were kind ; 
Her Pride and III- nature was loſt upon me „ 
: For in Spite of fair Faces, by ve I'llbe free, {| 
_ Jove Il be free, cc. 
Let others call Marriage the Harbour of 
a; Calm Peace I delight in, and fly from all ; 
G 2 Some 


* 


(75) 
Some chuſe to be hamper d, tis ſure a ſtrange Rage, 


And like Birds they fing beſt, when they re put in a Cage 
Confinement's the Devil, twas ne er made for me, 
Let who will be bond Slaves, by 

By 


e I'll de free, 
Tul be free, & 
Then let the briſk Bumper run over the Glaſs, 


in a Toaft to the young and the beautiful Laſs: 
Who yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull Rule, | 


Nor thinks it a Wonder a Lover ſhou'd cool ; 
Let us bill like the Sparrow, and rove like the Bee, 
Fer in Spi te cf grave Leſſons, by Jove I'll be free, 
By Jove I'll be free, 
For in Spite of grave Leſſons, by Jove I'll be free. 
SONG 93. 
COME, Rofalind, O come and be, 
What Pleaſures are in ſtore for thee, 
What Pleaſures, &c. 
The Fields their gayeſt Beauties wear, 
The Flowers in all their Sweets appear, 
The Flowers in all their Sweets appear. 
The joyful Birds, in every Grove, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love, 
Now warble out, &c. 
For thee they ſing, and Roſes bloom, 
And Collin thee invites to come, 
And Collin, &c. 
Come, Rofalind and Collin join, 
My tender, &c. 
If Love and Rofalind be near, 
*Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year, 
"Tis May, &c. 
Come ſee a Cottage and a Swain, 
Thou can ſt my Love or Gifts diſdain, 
Thou can ſt, &c. 
Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
For Collin calls, then hafte away, . 
For Collin calls, then haſte away. 


SONG 


ä 
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SONG 95. 
OME, all that aſſemble here 
C * en 


— N —— 
Here Courtiers and Mechanics, the Churchman and the 


Rake, 
The Lady and the Bunter, alike the Sport partake. 
The Matron and the Maid are ſecure from prying Eyes, 
For Laws of Maſquerade don't require we ſhould be wiſe; 
The Dutcheſs, 82 moy tallt of Textaand 
Cream, 
And will not be diſpleas d if you'd treat her as ſhe'd 


If any formal Coxcomb diſlike the varied Show, 

Let ancient Authors mind him, Jove taught it firſt below; 
From him the maſquing Bufineſs for Pleaſure firſt 

Or wherefore was he wrapt in the Feathers of a Swan ? 


Agreeable Deception's the Entertainment here, 
93 — 
G3 A Drury 


cap... 


x 


But alas! I could not compafs her, 


(78) 


A Drury Nymph may be in Diana's Form ador d, 
And in the merry Songſter's a Lady and a Lord. 


* . 
Who know not how to anſwer the Habits they aſſume; 
©Do you know me? if that's all you Idiots have to fay, 
Pray, don't expoſe your Folly, but take yourſelves away, 
Tis Mirth and ſprightiy Wit is the Buſineſs of the Place, 
3 the Bye- -but I won't my 8 


A Foal is fe ads, no Pleafare can he prove; 
*Tis only Men of Honour can pleaſe the Fair in Love, 
SONG 36. 

ME, and liſten to my Ditty, 
All ye jolly Hearts of Gold: 
Lend a Brother Tar your Pity, 
Who was once ſo ſtout and bold: 
But the Arrows of blind Cupid, 
Alas! have made me rue; 
Sure true Love was ne'er ſo 
As I am by ſcornful Sue ! 
When I landed firſt at Dover, 
She appear'd a Goddeſs bright : 
From Foreign Parts but juſt come over, 
I was ſtruck with fo fair a Sight: 
On the Shore pretty Sukie walked, 
Near to where our Frigate lay, 
And altho' fo near the Landing, 
I, alas! was caſt away. 


When firſt I hail'd my pretty Creature, 1 


The Delight of Land and Sea, 

No Man ever faw a ſweeter, 
I'd have kept her Company: 

I'd have fain made her my true Love, 
For better or for worſe ; 


For to ſteer the Marriage Courſe, 


Sailing right before the Wind: O's 
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Ye 
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9 
O'er the white Waves as the danced, 


As the trim of lovely Sue. 


On a rocky Coaſt I ve driven, 
Where the ſtormy Winds do riſe : 

Where the rolling mounting Billows 
Lift the Veſſel to the Skies: 


In the Frowns of ſcornful Sue. 
Leng I wonder'd, why my Jewel 
Had the Heart to uſe me ſo; 
Till I found by often Sounding, 
She'd another Love in Tow. 
So farewel, hard- hearted Sukie, 
I'll my Fortune ſeek at Sea, 
And try a more Triendly Latitude, 
Since in yours I cannot be. 

—_— CIT mln, 

Away, and in Troops to the 
Leave Diſcord and Death to the Phyſicians, 

Let the Vig'rous whore on, and the Impotent flog y 
Already Rome opens her Arms to receive ye, 
And of ev'ry Tranſgreſſion her Lord will forgive ye. 
Indulgencies, Pardons, and ſuch holy Lumber, 

As cheap are there now as our Cabages grown ; 
Whilt muſty old Relicks of Saints without Number, 

For bearly the looking upon ſhall be ſhown : 
Theſe, where you an Atheift, wou d needs overcome ye, 
That firſt were made Martyrs, and afterwards Mummy. 


They'll ſhew ye the River ſo ſung by the Poet, 
With the Rock from whence Mortals were knock d 
on the Head : 
"Il hew ye the Place too, as ſame will avow it, 
once a She-Pope was brought fairly to Bed : 
From which, ever fince, to prevent 


wa Chair her SucerSors fi fuffer a Groping, A 


What a Sight tis to ſee the gay Idol aceouter d 
With Mitre and Cope Keys 
Be his Infide what "twill, yet the Femp of his cutwal | 
Shews Servus Servorum no Hater of Pride. 
into Heav'n will as ſurely 
As the Clerk's of a Pariſh to a Pew in the City. 
What a Sight tis to ſee the Old Man in | 
Thro' Rome, in ſuch Pomp as her Cæſars did ride! 
Here ſcatt ring her Pardons, there bleſſing, 
With all his ſhav'd ſpiritnal Train-Band by his Side, 
As Confeſſors, Cardinals, Monks fat as Bacon, 
From rev rend Arch-biſhops, to roſy Arch-deacons. 


There, for your Diverſion, the more to regale ye, 
Fine Muſick you'll hear, and high Dancing you'll fer; 
Men who much ſhall out-warble your am rous Fidele, 
And make you meer Fools of Ballon and L' Abbee ; 
And to ſhew you how fond they re to kiſs Voſtras Manu, 
Each Paare turns Pimp, and all Nuns Courtezana's. | 
And when you've ſome Months at old Babylon been-4, | 
And on Panders and Punks all 
And when you've ſeen all that is there to be ſeen-a, | 
You'll return not ſo rich, tho” as wiſe as you went: 
And*twill be but ſmall Comfort, after ſo | 
That your Heirs will do ſo juſt a Hundred Years hence · a. 


your Rhino is ſpent; | 


| Co 


* 


ö 


EM 


—* 


Or daily complain, 


| That he, in his Drink, is unruly ? 


Then drink and be civil, 

Intending no Evil, 

If that you'll be ruled by me; 
For Claret and Sack 

We never will lack, 


© Since he that made Two made Three, 
Since he, &c. 


The old 
Sits all the Day 


drudging 
At home, with brown Bread and Small Beer; 


With ſcraping damn'd Pelf, 
He ftarveth himſelf, 
Scarce eats a good Meal in a Year: 
4 But we'll not do ſo. 
Howe er the World go, 
Since that we have Money in Store 
For Claret and Sack 
We never will lack, 
Since he that made Three, made Four. 
Since he, &c. 
Come drink, my Hearts, drink, 
And call for your Wine; 
D'xe think I'll leave you i th Lurch? 
My Reck' ning I'II pay 
Ere I go away, 
Or hang me as high as Paul's Church, 
Tho' ſome Men will ſay, 
This is not the Way 
For us in this World to thrive ; 
"Tis no Matter for that, 
Let us have t'other Quart, 
Since he that made Four, made Five, 
Luce he, &c. 


( 82 ) 
A Pox of old Charon, 
His Brains are all barren, 
His Liquor (like Coffee) is ery ; 
But we are for Wine, 
*Tis Drink more divine, 
Then troll it about, 
Until tis all out, 
We'll affront him in Spite of his Styx; 
If he grudges his Ferry, 
We'll drink and be merry, 
Since he that made Five made Six. 
Since he, &c. 
But now the Time's come, 
That we all muſt go home, 
Our Liquor's all gone, that's for certain; 
That a God fo divine 
Won't give us one Cup at our parting. 
But fince all is paid, 
Let's not be diſmay d, 
But fly to great Bacchus in Heaven: 
And chide him becauſe 
He made no better Laws, 
Since he that made Six, made Seven. 
Since he, &c. 
SONG 99. 
COME, come, my Molly, come let us be jolly, 
Since we are met here together; 
My Mother's from home, and we are alone, 
Come let us be merry together; 
Tl give you Rings and Bracelets fine, 
And other fine Trinkets, if you'll be mine, 
O no, kind Sir, I dare not incline, 
My Mother the tells me I munnot, I munnot, 
My Mother the tells me I munnot. 
You ſhall have a Gown of the fineft Silk 
That ever yet was ſeen ; 
You ſhall have the Cream of all the Milk 
Of the Cows that go o er the Green ; 


You 


OE te ee 
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_ 
You ſhall have the Curds and Cheeſecakes Store, 
And Cuſtards too, all ſugar d o'er. 
O no, kind Sir, pray aſk no more, ' 
My Mother, &c. 1 
You ſhall have a Pettycoat fine and gay, | 
The tal inal hn rams 
And you ſhall wear it every Day, > 
3 : 
Your Shift ſhall be of Holland fine, | 
If you in Love with me will join. . 
O no, kind Sir, I dare not be thine, a 
My Mother, Ec. 


O no, kiud Sir, I know you too well, 
Cive you an Inch, and you'll take an Ell, 


And when have N 
| = -—— tell, you'll tell, 
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And all our vain Sorrows are drown d. 


is glowing, 


Heart, 
King, 
» 
brifk Ardour is 
Infpwe, 


But we'll ne'er, &c. 
Here's a Health to our noble 


Defire, 


's exulting 


— 


Queen of his 
and merrily fing, 
And he's a Coward that will fart 2 
Belom 


the Olaſſes around, 


And to the 
Let's laugh 
up 
drink till our Faces be ruddy 


Far hence be the fad and the penfive, 


1 and 

gay 

My Blood with 
Soft Pleaſures my 


We'll 
»Tis done 
With 


Come fill 


| 


; Come, what ſhou'd we do but be jovial, 


( 55 } 

My Soul now to Love is diſſolving, 

Oh Fate l had I here my fair Charmer, 

I'd claſp her, I'd claſp her ſo eager, 

Of all her Diſdain I'd diſarm her. 

But hold, what has Love to do here 

With his Troops of vain Cares in array? 
Avaunt, idle, penſive Intruder--- 

He triumphs, he will not away. 

I'lldrown him, come give me a Bumper; 
Young Cupid, here's to thy Confufion--- 
Now, now, he's departing, he's vanquiſh'd, 
Adieu to his anxious Deluſion. 

Come, jolly God Bacchus, kere's to thee ; 
Huzza Boys, huzza Boys, huzza, 

Sing I6, fing Io to Bacchus--- 

Hence all ye dull Thinkers withdraw. 


Come tune up your Voices and fing ; 
What Soul is ſo dull to be heavy, 

When Wine ſet's our Fancies on wing. 
Come, Pegaſus lies in this Bottle, 

He'll mount us, he Il mount us on high, 
Each of us a gallant young 

Sublime we ll aſcend to the Sky. 

Come mount, or adieu, I ariſe, 

In Seas of wide ther I'm drown'd, 

I ſee the Spheres whirling around. 

What Darkneſs, what Ratling is this, 
Turo Chaos dark Regions I'm hurl'd, 
And now---oh my Head it is knockt 
Upon ſome confounded new World. 

Now, now theſe dark Shades are retiring, 
See yonder bright blazes a Star, 

Where am I ?---behold the 


With flaming Light focaming from far. 


H SONG 


(36) 
SONG tro 


a Cone from the Groves, each Goddefs, 


Lune up your ſweet 

And to the Voice cf Muſick 

Make an harmonions Noiſe : 
Sing her for whom I languiſh, 

The charming Song approve ; 
Sing on till Jove grow jealous, 

And envy's me my Love. 
Flora, thou charming Goddeſs, 

In all thy Bloom appear ; 
Put on again freſh Garlands, 

Begin once more the Year. 
Join thyſelf to Pomona, 

With Flow rs adorn the Ground ; 
Let Spring remain for ever, 

With Youth and Beauty crown'd. 
Let little Birds, thro' Meadows, 

All tune their warbling Throats, 
While bubbling Water ecchoes 

The Muſick of their Notes. 


Lightly tripping &er the Green 3 
Come follow Mab 


Over Tables, Stools, and Shelves, 
We trip it with our Fairy Elves, 
And if the Houſe be foul, 

With Platter, Diſh, or Bowl, 


We drop a Tefter is ho thee. 


Then o'er a Muſhroom's Head 

A Table-cloth we fprend ; 

A Grain of Rye or Wheat, 

The Diet that we eat ; 

Pearly Drops of Dew we drink, 

In Acurn Cups fill d to the Brink. 

The Brains of Nightingales, 

With unkious Fat of Snails, 

Between two Cockles ſtew d, 

I: Meat that's eas ly chew'd ; 

Bram of W.rms, and Marrow of Mice, 

Do make 2 Feſt that's wond” rous nice. 

The Graſhopper, Onat and Fly, 

Serve for our Minrftreliy ; 

Grace ſaid we dance awhile, 

And fo the Tine bezuile ; 

But if the Moon doth hide her Head, 

The Glow-worm lights us home to Bed. 

O'er Tops of dewy Graſs 

So nimbly we do paſs, 

The young and tender Stalk 

Ne'er bends where we do walk ; 

Yet in the Morning may be ſeen, 

Where we the Night before hove been. 
'SONG 104. 

(Oe hither, good Progle, both aged and your 

And give Attention to my merry Song ; 
I'll fing you a trye one, and not hold you 


With adown, down, down, up and down, derry, c. 
H 2 A 


: 


(88 ) 
A Parſon there was, and whoſe Name I could tell, 
But ſuppoſe I do not. it will do full as well, 


Whoſe Wife did all Yorkſhire in Beauty excel. 
With a down, &c, 


Her Texture ſo perfect, her Eyes black as Sloe, 

Her Hair curling ſhone, and like Jet it did ſhow, 

Which otten denotes *tis the ſame Thing below. 
With a down, &c. 

4 ſprightly young Spark ſhe had ſmitten ſo deep, 

Nur Day had he Quiet, nor Night could he fleep ; 

Which made him think how to her Bed he ſhould creep. 
With a down, &c. 

Aſſiſtance he wanted, and then did unbend 

His Mind toa Brother, beſure a good Friend; 

Who faid, Fear not, 2 Wat, bes thalk compal thy Zak 
With a down, &c. 

In Woman's Apparel dreſs out, and be gay ; 

I'll venture my Life on't, twill be a fure Way, 

If you condeſcend but to what I thall ſay. 
With a down, &c. 

And thus to the Parſon's this Couple rode on: 

Dear Doctor, ſays Frank, here's a Thing to be done, 

Which Office perform d, I ſhall gratefully own. 
With a down, &c. 


This Lady that long has Love's Paſſion defy d, 


And all my Addrefles ſo often deny dl, 

Will now make me happy, by being my Bride. 
With a down, &c. 

*Tis paſt the canonical Hour, faid he, 

And *till the next Morning you know it can't be, 

And then I'll attend you, Sir, moſt readily, 
With a down, &c. 


Frank, I confeſs, Sir, perfectly , 
r — 


Get to the next Town for a Lodging to Night. 
ith a down, &c. 

Take no Care of that, Sir, for thus it ſhall be, 

The Lady, if the thinks it fit to agree, 


Shall lie with my Deareſt, and you lic with me. 
With a down, &c, Fw You 


( 89 ) 


A, Vou fo much oblige me, in what you dow ſay, 
I hope in Return I ſhall find out a Way, 
Such generous Kindnefs uith Thanks to repay, 
With a down, &c. 
This being agreed on, both Sides did conſent, 
» To put the Glaſs round, and the Evening was ſpent 
| In Mirth and good Chear, then to Bed they all went. 
With a down, &c, 


p No ſocner in Bed then, but with a bold Grace, 

5 Watt, full of Defire, thus open'd the Caſe ; 

| creep, Dear Madam, fays he, I muſt --- then did embrace. 
With a down, &c. 


Confounded ſhe lay, and not able to ſpeak, 
To think how theſe Wags had deceiv'd ber and Dick; 
y End, But at laſt ſhe was pleas'd with the Frolick and Trick, 
With a down, &c. 
He pleas'd her ſo well, that tranſported the lay, 
Contriving and plotting for his longer Stay, 
Which thus to her Hathand he form's the next Dey 
With a down, c. 
This Lady, my Deaveft, laſt Night full of Grief, 
Oft hugg'd me, and told me, I can't for my Life 
" Conſent, tho I've promis's him ws be his Wife. 
With a down, &&. 
To-morrow, ſaid the, and then freely went on, 
Tho” I love him, my Heart tells me I muſt be gore: 
If fo, the poor Man, you know, may be undone, - 
With a down, ac *:- 
Now how 19 proven his F lichink ofa Way, 
If I can perſwade her ſome Time for to ftay ; 
And that's a good Office, Im ſure you will ſay. 
2 „&c. 
is ſo my dear Creature ; what von can 
To pleaſe her, Seeber 
it, And udo the bet to divert che pour 
With a down, &c. 
The Plot ſo well taken made boch their Hearts bound ; * 
All Night and all Day whenever they found 
Convenience for Paſtime her Pleaſure he crown d. 
Wich a down, &c, 1 
(ou H 3 And 


(99) 


And thus by F. iend Watt his full Swing did obtain, 
The Wife too in Tranſport a whole Wee did reign, 
And the Man, ne" er the werle, hed his Ilare back ag ( 


With a down, &c. % 
SONG 105. 
hither, my Country Squire, 
Take friendly Inftruttions trum me, ! 
The Lords ſhall admire 
Thy Taſte in Attire, 
The Ladics inali languuth for thee. : 
CHORUS. 
Such Fiauating, 
Call anting, | 
And ſanuting, 


Sach Frolicking thou ſhalt ſee, 
Thou ne'er like a Clown 
Shall quit London ſweet Town, 
To hve in thine own * 


A Skimming-Dith Hat provide, 
Wick little move Hein thes Lace | 
Nine Hairs on a Side 


To a Pig's Tail yd, | 
Will tet out thy jolly broad — 
| Such Flaunting, &c. 

Go get thee a — 


| f SONG 


(91) 
nin, SONG 1 


La ME, let us prepare, 
N C We Brothers that are 
diet together on merry Occafion 3 
Let's drink laugh and fing, 
Our Wine has a Spring: . 
Here's a Health to an Accepted Maſon, 
The World is in Pain, 
Our Secret to gain, 
But fill let them wonder and gaze on, 
Till they're ſhewn the Light, 
They'll ne' er know the right 
Word, or Sign of an Accepted Maſon, 
"Tis this, and tis that, 
They cannot tell what; 
Why ſo many great Men in the Nation 
Should Aprons put on, | 


With a free and Accepted Maſon. 


Great Kings, Dukes, and Lords, 
Have laid by their Swords, 

This our MyR'ry to put a good Grace on; 
And ne er been aſham'd 
To hear themſelves nam'd 

With a Free and Accepted Maſon, 
Antiquity's Pride 
We have on our Side, 

It makes each Man juſt in his Station; 
There's nought but what's good, 
To be underſtood 


We're true and 
We're juſt to the Fair, 
They'll truſt us on ev'ry Occafion 3 
No Mortal can more 
NG The Ladies adore 
Than a Free and an Accepted Maſon, 


— 


— 
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(92) 
Then join Hand in Hand 
To each other nrm ſtand, 
Let's be merry and put a bright Face on: 
No Mortal can boaft 
So noble a Toaſt, 
As a Free and Accepted Maſon. 


SONG 1o7. 
TR ME Neighbours, now we've made our 
/ F C The Sun in haſte he 
FP, Drives to the Weſt. 
1 With Sports, with Sports, conclude the Day. 
Let every Man chuſe out his Laſs, 
0 And then ſalute her on the Graſs; | 
| 


And when you find 
* She's coming kind, | 
. Let not that Moment paſs. 
CHORUS, 


We'll toſs off our Bowls to true Love and Honour, 
_ To all kind loving Girls and the Lord of the Manor. 
At Night when round the Hall we're fat, | 
: With good brown Bowls, 
N To chear our Souls, 
| And raiſe, and raile, a merry Chat; 
ö When Blood grows warm, and Mirth flows high, 
And Jokes about the Table fly ; 

Then we retreat, 


Which all would gladiy try. 
We'll toſs off our Bowls, &c. 
, Let lazy great ones of the Town 
Drink Night away, 
And ſleep all Day, 
Till Gouty, gouty, they are grown : 
Our nightly Sports ſuch Vigour give, 
| That oftentimes we do revive, 
' And ki:s our Dames 
FR With ſtronger Flames 
| | Than any Prince alive. 
| 
' 
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We'll toſs off our Bowls, &c. 
- % SON 


a, 


(93) 
SONG 108. 
CU, Cod of pleaſing Anguiſh, 

Teach th* enamour'd Swain to languiſh, 

Teach him ſoft Defires to know; 
Teach him ſcft Defires to know ; 


n 


Did not Love inſpire their Glory: 
Love does all that's great below, 
Love does all that's great below. 
SONG 109. 
C Vid, God of gay Defires, 
Hymen, with thy facred Fires, 
Smiling Zephyrs haſte away, 
race this happy, happy Day. 
Loves and Graces all attend, 
All ye Nuptial Pow'rs befriend, 
Make them your peculiar Care, 
Bleſs the Hero, bleſs the Fair. 
; SONG 110. 
CCpid the flyeſt Rogue alive, 
One Day was plund'ring of a Hive, 
But as with too much eager Haſte 
He ſtrove the Liquid Sweets to taſte. 
A Bee ſurpriz d the heedleſs Boy, 
And rob'd him of the expected Joy. 
Soon as the Urchin felt the Smart 


Ot the envenom's angry Dart 


» 
He kick'd, he flung, he ſpurn'd the Ground ; 
He blow'd, and then he chas'd the Wound; 
He blow'd and chas'd the Wound in vain, 
His Madneſs but increas d the Pain. 
Strait to his Mother's Lap he hies, 
With ſwelling Cheeks and blubber'd Eyes: 
Cry'd ſhe --- what does my Cupid ail. 
He ſobb d and told his mournful Tale. 
A little Bird they call a Bee, 
With yellow Wings has murder'd me. 
And are you not, reply'd his Mother, 
For all the World, juſt ſuch another ? 


(94) 
When e er you aim a pois'nous Dart 
Againſt ſome pour ungarded Heart, 
How little is the Archer found, 
And yet how deep his Arrows wound. 
SONG 111. 0 


D%. Sally, thy Charms have undone me, 
They*ve robb'd me of Freedom and Joy ; 
Then deareft, fweet Sally, ſmile on me, 
For Death is my Fate if thou rt coy : 
Be cautious, dear Charmer, in ſlaying, 
Since Murders, fo henious, comply : 
And torture pe not with delaying 
What ev'ry croſs Chit can deny. 


Conſider, my Angel, why Nature 
In forming you took ſuch Delight; 

Don't think you were made that fair Creature, 
For nought but to dazzle the Sight ? 

No, Jove, when he gave you thoſe Graces, 
Intended you wholly for Love ; 

And gave you the faireſt of Faces, 
The kindeſt of Females to prove. 


Befides, pretty Maiden, remember 
The Flower that's blooming in May 
Is wither'd and ſhrunk in December, 
And caſt unregarded away ; 
So it fares with each ſcornful young Charmer, 
Who takes at her Lover Diſtafte : 
She Triſſes till Thirty difarms her, 
And then dies forſaken at laft. 


SONG 112. 


DEAR Chloe attend 
To th' Advice of a Friend, 


To wed with old Age, 
Think how Summer and Winter agree, 
Think bow Summer and Winter agrees 


(95) 
$0 ancient a Fruit, 
For Want of a Root, 


; doom d to a ſpeedy Decay; 


Youth might ripen your Charms, 
But old Age in young Arms, 


Is like froſty Weather in May. 


Believe me dear Maid, 
When the beſt Cards are play d, 
You ſeldum can meet with a Trump ; 
And, to hold the ſuſt on, 
When the Sucker 1s gone, 
What the Plague would you do with a Pump ? 
Let Men of Threeſcore 
Think of Wedlock ; no more | 
necd not be fond of that Nooſe ; 
The Cripple that begs, 
Without any Legs, 
Can have no great Occaſion for Shoes. 
A Clock out of Repair 
Doth but badly declare 
The Hour of the Day or the Night ; 
For unleſs, my dear Love, 
The Pendulum move, 
'Twould be ſtrange if the Clock ſhould go right, 
SONG 113. | 


* 

So lame of your Face, and your Foots full of Scars 
To ſee your poor Shela, who with great Grief was fil d, 
For you my dear Joy, when I think you were kill'd, 
With a Fa, la, la, &c. 8 
O my Shoul, my dear Shela ! I'm glad you ſee me, 
For if I were dead now, I could not ſes thee; ' 
The Cuts in my Body, and the Scars in my Face, 
I got them in Fighting for her Majeſty's Grace, 
But oh my dear Shela ! doſt thou now love me, 
So well as you did, ere Þ went to the Sen; 

By Crieſt and St. Patrick, my dear Joy, I do, 
And we ſhall be marry'd to morrow juſt now. 


ry 


L 
| 
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In make a C.bin for thee to keep off the Cold, | 
And I have a Guinea of yellow red Gold ; 14 
To make three halts of it I think will be beſt, 
Give two to my Shela, and the tird to the Prieſt. 


Old Philemy my Father was Fourſcore Years old, 
And tho' he be dead, he'll be glad to be told, 
That we two are married; my dear ſpare no Coft, | 


'- V- > 


But lend him ſome Letter upon the laſt Poſt, 
SONG 114. 


DEAR Chloe, while thus beyond Meaſure 
You treat me with Doubts and Diſdain, 
You rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old Age of Pain : 
Your Maxim, that Love is fill founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, | 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its Dictates obey. 
The Paſſion from Beauty firſt drawn 
Your Kindneſs wou d vaſtly improve; 
Your Sighs and your Smiles are the Dawn, 
Fruition's the Sun-ſhine of Love: 
And tho” the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Shou d be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, 
Yet we ne er can forget it was Day. © 
Old Darby with Joan by his Side, 
e | 
He's dropfical, is ey d, ; 
Vet the re ever uneaſy aſunder ; | 
Together they totter about, 
Or fit in the Sun at the Door, 


| (97) 
i the pleaſing Remembrance of Yeuth, 
| The Endearments which Youth did beſtow ; 
| The Thoughts of pait Pleaſure and Truth, 
Ĩ be beſt of our Bleſlings below, 
Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 
Nor Sickneſs nor Time can remove : 
For when Youth and Beauty are pait, 
And Age brings the Winter of Love: 
A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe ; 
The Current of Fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decrepid old Age cannot freeze. 
SONG ny. 
Da Colin, prevent my warm Nuihes, 
Since how can I ſpeak without Pain? 
My Eyes have oft told you my Wiſhes, 
Oh ! can't you their Meaning explain ! 
My Paſſion wou d loſe by Expreſſion, 
And you too might cruelly blame ; 
Then don't you expect a Confeſſion, 
Of what is too tender to name. 
Since yours is the Province of Speakirg, 
Why ſhou'd ycu expect it from me 
Our Wiſhes ſhou'd be in our Keeping, 
Till you tell as what they ſhou'd be: 
Then quickly why don't you diſcover ? 
Did your Heart feel ſuch Tortures as mine, 
I need net tell over and over , 
What I in my Boſom confine. 


SONG 146, 
Dr Madam, when Ladies are willing, | 
A Man muſt needs lock like a Fool ; L 

Fer me, I would not give a Shilling, 

For one that can love out of Rule: 
At leaſt you ſhou d wait for our Offers, 

Nor ſnatch like old Maids in Deſpair ; 
If you've liv's to theſe Years without Proffe: a, 

Your Sighs are now loſt in the Air, 


I Y 2 
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UL Hd es (0442 us to gucis at your Wiching, 
And 107 1 the Matter too plan; 
T's ours fo be —— and puthing, 
And 3075 to Peta Diſdain: 
Tat vou're 12 a — taking, 
5 y A. your 10:9 Opgings I twe 
Thie Fruit that will iall without fhaking, 
Indeed, is too mellow for me. 
SONG 117. 
D ny beſide a clear Stream 
A She; herd forſaken was laid, 
And uh a ſaile Nymph was his Theme, 
A Wil.ow 1upported his Head: 
The Wind that blew over the Plain, 
To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply, 
And the Brock, in return to his Pain, 
Kan wontutully murmuring by. 
Alas! filly Swain * at I wer, 
Ihus ſadiv complainlug he cry'd, 
When firtt | veke'd that fair Face, 
Terre better i; tar I had ay'd: 
Ste talk'd, ard! lets'd the dear Tongue, 
When fe wil'd, 'twas a 12 too great: 
I liſten'd,, and cry J, when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet |! "au 
Fow foolith was I to believe, 
She could deat on ſo lowly a Clown ! 
Or that her fond Heart would not grieve 
To forfake the fine Folks of the Town : 
Jo think that a Beauty fo gay, 
So kind and fo conſtant would prove, 
To go clad like or Maidens in grey, 
And live in a Cottage on Lore. 
What thouglhi I have Skill to complain, 
Tho' the Muſes my Temples have crown'd ? 
What tho' when they hear my ſoft Strain, 
The Virgins fit weeping around? 
Ab Collin! thy Hopes are in vain, 
Thy Yipe and thy Lawrel reſign ; 
Troy fiir ene inclines to a Swain, 


Whoſe Mufic is tweeter than thine, 


"wu 


4 


( 99 ) 
And you my Comprn1ons to dear, 
Who ſorrow to {ce me betray'd, 
Whatever I tufer, 1:rbear, 
Forbear to acc ic the falfe Maid : 
u thro' the wide World I mould range, 
'Tis in vain from my Fortune to y; 
"Twas hers tc ne faite, and to change, 
"Tis mine o be conſtant, and die. 
If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In her Brea ans Pity is found, 
Let her come with the Nymp is of the Plain, 
And fer me laid low inthe Ground : 
The lait humble Boon that I crav-:, 
I to ade me with Crpreſs and Yew, 
And when ſhe looks down. on my Grave, 
Let Her own that her Shepherd was t. ue. 
Then to her new Love let her go, 
And deck her in golden Array, 
Be fineſt at ev ry fine Show, 
And frolick it a'l the long Day: 
While Collin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 
Uniefs when beneath the pale Moon, 
His Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green. 
SONG 118. 
ID ever Swain a Nymph adore, 
As I ungratetu! Nanny do? 
Was ever Shepherd's Heart ſo fore, 
Or ever broken Heart fo true ? 
My Chezks are ſweil'd with Tears, but ſhe 
Has never wet a Cheek for me. 
If Nanny call'd, did e*er I ftay ? 
Or linger, when ſhe bid me run? 
She on!y had the Word to ſay, 
And all ſhe w iſh'd was quickly done: 
I always think of her, but ſhe 
Does ne er beſtow a Thought on me. 
To let her Cows my Clover taſte, 
Have I — — by Break of Day ? 
Did eve: N-nny's Heifer's faſt, 
It Rabin 5 his Barn hat Hay ? 
12 Tho' 
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Tho" to my Fields they welcome were, 
* Incl er was welcome yet to her, 
It ever Nanny loſt a Sheep, 
Then chearfully I gave her two; 
And I her Lambs did fafely keep 
Within my Folds in Froſt and Snow, 
Have they nct there from Cold been free? 
But Nanny ſtill is cold to me. 
When Nanny to the Well did come, 
Twas I that did her Pitchers fill; 
Full as they were I brought them home z 
L Her Corn I carry'd to the Mull: | 
My Back d:d bear the Sack, but ſhe 
Will never bear the Sight of me. 
Te Nanny's Poultry Oats J gave, 
I'm ſure they always had the bet : 


— — — — 
—_ 


| Within this Werk her P:gzons have 
| i Eat up a Peak of Peaſe, at leaſt ; 
* Her little Pigeons kiſs, but ſhe 


Will rer take a Kits from me. 
Muft Robin always Nanny woo, 


7 An Nanny ſtill on Robin freu a? 
| Alz ! poor Wretch ! what ſnall I do, 
| If Nanny does not love me ſoon ? 


If no Relief to me ſhe'll bring, | 
IU hang me in her Aprcn-ftring. | 
SONG 119. 
She. DP you not premiſe me when you lay by me, 
I dat you would marry me; cart you deny me! | 
Be. If I did promite thee, *twas but to try thee, p 
Call up your Witneſſes, elſe I def; thee. 
She. Ah! who would truſt you Men, that ſwear at 
Born only tc deceive ; how can you do ſo? [vowh, 
Ke. It we can ſwear and lie, ycu can diſſemble, 
And then to hear the Lie, weuld make ene tremble 


She. Had | not Iuy'd, vou had found a Denial, 
My tender Hart, alas ! was but too real! 
He. Keal I know you were, I've often try'd ye, 


| Real to forty more Lovers beſides me. " 
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Se, If thouſands lov'd me, v here's my Tranſgreſhon, 
You were the only IH, e er got Poſſeſſion? 

He. Thou could'ſt talk prettily, ere thou could'ſt go, 

Child; | 

Nl gut Tm too o 554 wiſe to be ſham' d fo, Child. 

She. The? y' ate fy cruel you'l! never believe me, 
Yet 4 + ole the Child, all I torgive thee. 

He. Send! id home to me, I will take Care on't, 
If *t has tlie Mother's Gifts, twill prove a rare ene. 


SONG 120. 


|) ſurly and proud, 
Wno inarl'd at the X:acedon Youth, 
Delighted in Wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good Wine there is Truth; 
But gre wing as poor as was Job, 
And unable to purchaſe a Flaſk, 
He choſe for his Manfion a Tub, 
And liv'd by Scent of the Caſk. 
Herachtus ne er wou'd deny 
To t'pple and cheriſh his Heart, 
Ard when he was maudling, wou'd cry, 
Becauie he had empty d his Quart: 
Tho* ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 
Ee wept at Men's Follies and Vice, 
Whe:: *twas only his Cuſtom to drink, 
Till the Liquor flow d out of his Eyes. 
Demccritus al ways was glad 
Of a Bumper to chear up his Soul, 
And would laugh like a Man that was mad, 
When over a full flowing Bowl: 
As long as his Cellar was ſtor d, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff, 
And when he was drunk as a Lord, 
At thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh, 
Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd their was Wiſdom in Wine, 
1 And thought that a Cup of the beſt 
en Made Reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
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With Wine be repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel, 


Then farcy'd the World, like his Brains, 


Turn' d round like a Chariot Wheel. 
Ariſtotle, that Maſter of Arts, 


Had been but a Dunce without Wine; 


And what we aſcribe to his Parts, 

Is due to the Fuice of the Vine : 
His Belly. moſt Authors agree, 

Was big as a watering Trough ; 
He theretore leapt into the Sea, 

Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough. 
Old Plato, that learn'd Divine, 

He fondly to Wiſdom was prone ; 
But had it not been for good Wine, 

His Merits we never had known: 
By Wine we are generous made, 

It furniſhes Fancy with Wings, 
Without it we ne er ſhou'd have had 


There lies a famous Country Town, 
Some call it Merry Wakefield: 
And in this Country 'Town 
A Farmer there did dwell, 
Whoſe Daughter would to Market go, 
Her Treaſure for to ſell. 


As ſhe was travelling along, 
Over Hills and Mountains high, 


It was her Chance to loſe her Way, 
Where a Shepherd ſhe did eſpy. 
© Shepherd ! O Shepherd ! quoth ſhe, 

Days to you God ſend, 
I am a Maid, and ſhall be undone, 
Unleſs you ſtand my Friend. 
Over Hills and Mountains high, 
Ever fince the Break of Day, 
I have been travelling many a Mile, 
And 1 cannot find my Way. 
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Ceme, fit thee dewn by me, 
The Shepherd reply d with a Smile, 
And I'll ſhow thee a nearer Way 
Than this, by a full long Mile. 
The Shepherd fat him down, 
The fair Maid ſhe drew nigh, 
He pull d out his Bagpipes wond rous ſweet, 
And play d me lodiouſſy. 
He play d her ſuch a Tune, 
That he made this fair Maid ſing, 
O the Muſic of thy Bagpipes ſweet, 
Makes all my Nerves to ring. 
O Shepherd ! O Shepherd! quoth the, 
If the Tume would but permit it, 
I pray thee now play it me over again, 
For fear I ſhould forget it. 
He play d it over again, 
As he had done before, 
And gave this fair Maid much Delight, 
It plezs'd her more and more. 
My deareſt Swain, quoth ſhe, 
A thouſand Times adieu: 
And if ever 1 chance to loſe my Way, 


To find it, Fl come to you. 


SONG nz 
DP you fee ser a Shepherd, ye Nymphs, paſs this 


, 

Crown'd with Myrtles, and all the gay Verdure of May; 
"Tis my Strephon. O bring him once more to my Eyes, 
From his , in Search of new Pleaſure, he flies ; 
All Day have I travell'd and toil d o'er the Plains, 

In Purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth the Pains. 
Take care, Maids, take care, when he flatters and ſwears, 
How you truſt your own Eyes, or believe your own Ears, 
Like the Roſe-bud in ev'ry Hand he'll invite, 

But wound the fond „ke the Thorn, out of Sight; 
And truſt me, hoe er my falſe Shepherd detains, 

She will find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth the 
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Three Months at my Feet he did languiſh and ſigh 
E'er he gain'd a kind Lock, or a tender Reply: 
Love, Honour, and Truth, were the Themes that he 
ſung, 
And he ſwore that his Soul was a-kin to his Tongue: 
Tco ſoon I believ'd, and reply d to his Strains, 
And refign'd him too frankly my Heart for his Pains. 
The Trifle once gain'd, like a Child at his Play, 
Soon the W anton grew weary, and threw it away: 
Now cloy d w:th my Love from my Arms does he fly, 
In ſearch of ſome other as filly as I; 
But, truſt me, hoe er my falſe Shepherd detains, 
She will find him a Coneueſt, that's ſcarce worth the 
Pains. 


Beware then ve Nymphs, how you ſooth the fond Flame, | 

And believe in good lime, all the Sex are the fame, 

Like Strephen, from Beauty, to Beauty they'l! range, 

Like him they will flatter, diſſemble and change, 

For do what you can, ſtill this Maxim remains, 

That a Man when we've got him is ſcarce worth the 
Pains. 


SONG 123. 
DRunx I was laſt Night, that's poz, 
My Wite began to ſcold ; 
Say what I cou'd for my Heart's Blood, 
Her Clack ſhe would not hold. 
Thus her Chat ſhe did begin, 
Is this your Time of coming in ? 
The Clock ſtrikes One, you'll be undone, d 
If thus you lead your Life. 
My Dear, ſaid 1, I can't deny, 
But what you fay is true ; 
I do intend my Life to mend, 
Pray lend's the Pot to ſpew. 
Fye, you Sot, I ne'er can bear 
To rife thus ev'ry Night; 
Tho like a Beaſt you never care 
What Conſequence comes by't ; 
The Child and I may ftarve for you; 
We neither can have half our Due ; 


(105) 
With Crief I find, you're fo unkind, 
figh In Time you'll break my Heart: 
F At that I ſmil'd, and faid, dear Child, 
that hy I believe you're in the wrong; 
| But if *t ſhould be your Deſtiny, 
ongue: PU fing a merry Song. 


paz SONG 124. 
Demdarton s Drums beat bonny- O, 


wil b When they mind me of my dear Johnny- -O 
x. fy How happy am I, 

, When my Soldier is by, 
aim, While be kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie O 


— te Tia Soldier alone can delight me- O, 
For his graceful Louks do invite me- O; 


nd Flame | While guarded in his Arms, 
fame I'll fear no War's Alarms, 

f range, Neither Danger nor Death ſhall fright me---O. 
ze My Love is a handſome Laddie-- O, 

p, ; Centeel, but ne er foppiſh nor 3 O; 
yorth the Tho* Commiſſions they are dear, 


Yet Ill buy him one this Vear, 
For he ſhall ſerve no longer a Cadie- -O. 
A Soldier has Honour and Bravery---O, 
Unacquainted with Rogues and their Knavery---O : 
He minds no other Thing 
But the Ladies or the King ; ” 4 
For every other Care is but Slavery---O. | = 
Then I'll be the Captain's Lady---O, 2 
+3 Farewell all mv Friends and my Daddy O; X 
III wait no more at home, 
But F'1! follow with the Drum, | 4 
And whene'er that beats, I'll be ready---O. 
Dumbarton's Drums ſound borny---O, 
They are ſprightly like my dear Johnny---O ; 
How happy ſhall I be, 
When on my Soldier's Knee, 
And he Kiſſes and bleſſes his Annic---O! 
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SONG 12 1 
EMerg'd from Winter's gloomy Scenes, 
The infant Spring appears ; 
The Meadow, ftrew'd with mingled Greens, 
An early Beauty wears. 
The bulbous Winter fleeping Roct, 
That late its Henours ſhed, 
Proud to c:iiplay the earlieſt 'hcots, 
Peeps from the g-n'2] Bed. 
Snow-dreps, in Virgin pure Attire, 
Their ſhametac'd Bloſſoms rear; 
And humble Crecus, golden Fire, 
Adorns the gay Parterre. 
On moiTy Banks in ſhelt ring Bowers, 
By mazy wand” ring Streams; 
The ſweet blown Primroſe ſheds her Flowers 
To Phœbus' vernal Beams. 
Hail, Source of Light! great Lamp of Day, 
What Joys from thee ariſe ? 
Nature revives where thou art nigh, 
If thou depart, ſhe dies. 
Groves, V/oudlands, Hedge-rows, budding Scenes, 
With warning Preludes ring; 
All Nature breathes a Jcy ſerene, 
And hails the new-born Spring. 
SONG 126. 
Very Man take a Gla's in his Hand, 
And drink a good Health to our King; 
Many Years may he rule o'er this Land; 
May his Laurels for ever freſh ſpring : 
Let Wrangling and Jangling ſtraightway ceaſe, 
Let ev'ry Man ſtrive for his Country's Peace; 
Neither Tory, nor Whig, 
With their Parties look big : 
Here's a Health to all honeſt Men. 


*Tis not only a whimſical Name, 
That proves a Man loyal and juſt ; 
Let him fight for his Country's Fame, 
Be impartial at home, it in Truft ; 
*Tis this that proves him an honeſt Soul, 
His Health we'll drink in a brimiul Bowl : 


(10% 

Then let's leave eff Debate, 

No Contuſion create; 

Here's a Health to all honeſt Men. 
When a Company's honeſtly met, 

With Intent to be merry and gay, 
Th-ir drooping Spirits to whet, 

And drown the Fatigues of the Day ; 
What Madneſs 13 it thus to diſpute, 
When neither Side can his Man confute ? 

When ycu' ve ſaid what you dare, 

You're but juſt where you were. 
Here's a Health to all honeſt Men. 
Then agree, ye true Britons, agree, 

Ne'er quarrel about a Nick- name; 
Let your Enemies trembling ſee, 


That an Engliſhman's al ways the ſame ; 


Tor cur King, our Church, our Law, and Right, 


Let's lay by all Feuds, and ftraight unite ; 


Then who need care a F:g, 
Who's Tory or Whig : 
Here's a Health to all honeſt Men, 
SONG 127. 


Air Hebe I left, with a cautious Defign, 
To eicape the joint Power of Beauty and Wine, 
But found myſelf burn when I came to depart, 
With the Wine in my Head, and with Love in my 
Heart. 
I r-pair'd to my Reaſon, intreated its Aid, 
Who paus'd on my Cafe, and each Circumſtance 
weigh'd ; 
She gravely pronounced, in return to my Prayer, 
That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 
That's a Truth, reply d I, I've no need to be taught, 
I came for your Counſel, where to find out a Fault: 
It that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
For to find Fault with Hebe wou d forfeit my Name. 
What Hopes then, alas ! of Relief from my Pain, 
* drives like a Tempeſt thto each throbbing 
em : 
Since my Senſes ſurpriz'd in her Favour take Arms, 
Anz Reaſon but me to point out her Charms. 
SUNG 
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SONG 128. 
Pact Danghter of the Skies, 
Hither turn thy radiant Eyes; 
They as Lovers here ſhall trace 
Every Charm, every Charm, every Charm, 
Every Charm, and every Grace; 
Sons of Wiſdom, who 2dmire, 
Sons of Virtue all on Fire. 
Sons of Wr:dom, &c. 
Hither, Goddeſs, hither turn, 
Britons for thy Beauties burn; 
Hither, Goddeſs, hither turn, 
Britcns tor thy Beauties burn. 
SONG 1:9, 
FAir Sally lov'd a bonny Seaman, 
With Fears ſhe ſent him out to roam 
Young Thomas lov'd no other Woman, 
But left his Heart with her at Home; 
She view d the Sea from off the Hill, 
And, as ſhe turn'd the Spinning- Wheel, 
Sung of her bonny Seaman. 
The Winds blew loud, and the grew paler, 
To fee the Weather-cock turn round; 
When lo! the ſpy d her bonny Sailor 
Come ſinging o'er the fallow Ground; 


| With nimble Haſte he leap d the Stile, 


And Sally met him with a Smile, 
And hugg'd her bonny Sailor. 
Faſt round the Waiſt he tcok his Sally, 
But firſt around his Mouth wip'd he; 


Like home- bred Swain he could not dally, 


But kiſs d and prefs'd her with a Glee ; 
Thro' Winds and Waves, and daſhing Rain, 
Cry'd he, thy Tom's return'd again, 

And brings a Heart for Sally. 
This Knife, the Gift pf lovely Sally, 

I ſtill have kept for thy dear Sake; 
And oftentimes, in am”rous Folly, 

Thy Name has car d upon the Deck; 


* 
' 


( 109 ) 
Again the happy Pledge returns, 
To tell how truly — 1 burns, 
How true he burns for Sally. 
This Thimble did' it thou give to Sally, 
When this I ſee, 1 think of you; 
Then why does Tom ſtand Shall: I, ſhall 1, 
While yonder Steeple's in our View? 
Tom, never to Occafion blind, 
Now took her in the willing Mind, 
And went to Church with Sally. 
SONG 130. 
F“ by the Margin of the Sea, 
And on the damp and thelly Shore; 
A Swain in penſive Poiture lay, 
And thus lus hard Miſhap dep re, 
And thus his hard Mithap deplore. 
O cruel Fate, ah, hapleſs Hour, 
When I and Celia ſail d the Deep 
When, huſh'd by ſome deluding Pow'r, 
The Winds and Waves were laid aſleep, 
The Winds and Waves were laid aſleep. 
Too ſoon, alas ! the peacetul Scene 
Chang d to a Storm, the Tempeſts roar ; 
The Sky look d black, the ſmoaking Mam 
Daih'd its fierce Waves againft the Shore, 
Daſh'd its fierce Waves againſt the Shore. 
"Twas then my Heart wept Drops of Blood, 
And, like the Ship, was rent in Twain; 
When Celia founder d in the Flocd, 
Sunk, ſtruggled, roſe, and ſunk again, 
Sunk, ſtrugtzled, roſe, and ſunk again. 
Thrice did I plunge bencath the Waves, 
To catch the finking panting Fair ; 
Thrice made a vain Attempt to fave, 


Ichriek'd, I rav'd in mad Deſpair, 


I ſriek'd, I rav'd in mad Deſpair, 
How fain wou'd Damon then have dy d, 
And hurry'd to the World beneath ; 


To ſeek his Love, and by her Side 


Lament her too untimely Death, 
Lament ker too untimely Death, 
= Wh | SONG 


1 


( 110 } 
SUNG 131. 
Fate el ye Hills and Valleys, 
Far ewel, ye verdant Shades; 
Ill take more pleaſant Sallies 
To Plays and Maſquerades, 
With Joy for Town I'll barter, 
Thoſe Banks where flowers grow: 
What's Roles to a Garter ? 
What's Lillies to a Beau ? 


Farewel Tom, Dick, and Harry, 
Farewel Moll, Nell, and Sue ; 
No longer muft I tarry, 
But bid you all adieu. 
For a Time I will retire 
Amidſt the Quality, 
Where many a Knight and Squi ra 
Will gladly wait cn me, 
F:rewel, ye ſhady Bowers, 
Where Lovers often meet, 
And paſs the ſilent Hours 
Wirk melting Kiſſes ſweet, 
Oc all the Country Pleaſure 
I take a long Adteu; 
Fer I have no more Leiſure 
To watite away with you. 
SONG 132. 
Far Venus, they ſay, 
on a rainy bleak Day, 


Thus ſent her Child Cupid a-packing ; 


Get thee gone from my Door, 
Like a Son of a Whore, 


And elſeu here ſtand bouncing and cracking. 


To tell the plain Truth, 
Our little blind Youth 


Beat the Hoof a long while up and down, Sir , 


Till all Dangers paſt, 
By gocd Fortune at laſt 

He ſtumbled into a great Town, Sir, 
Then ſtrait to himſelf 
Cries this tiny fly Elf, 


Since begging brings little Relief, Sir, 


| 


( 111 ) 
A Trade I 1] commence 
That ſnall bring in the Pence, 


And trait he ſet up for a Thief, Sir. 


At Plav-hovuſle and Kirk, 
Where he {ily did lurk, 
He ſtole Hertz both from young and old People, 
” Till at liſt, favs my Song, 
He had like to have ſwung 
On a Gallows as high as a Steeple. 
Then with Arrows and Bow, 
He a Soldicr muit go, 
And trait he hot Folks without Warning: 
He thouzht it no Sin, 
When his Hand once was in, 
To kill you his Hundred a Morning. 
When he found that he made 
Little Gain by his Trade, 
What does our ſly gracele's Blinker“ 
But ſtrait chang'd his Note, 
As well as his Coat, 
And he nerds mutt paſs for a Tinker, 
Have you any Hearts to mend ? 
Come, I'Il be your Friend, 
Or elſe I expect nota Farthing : 
Tho' they're burnt to a Coal, 
I'll foon make em whole; 
And Maids, is not this a fair Bargain? 
But, Maids, have a Care, 
Of this Tinker beware, 
Shun the Rogue, tho” he ſets ſuch a Face on't, 
Where he ſtops up one Hole, 
"Tis true, by my Soul, 
He ll at leaſt leave a Score in the Place on'c. 
SONG 133. 
FLY, Care, to the Winds, thus I blow thee away, 
Ill drown thee in Wine if you dare but to ſtay 
With Bumpers of Claret my Spirits I Il raiſe, 
TI laugh, and I'll fing, all the reſt of my Days. 
Great Bacchus this Moment adopts me his Son, 
Ard brightens my Fancy with I ranſports unknown 
K 2 
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The ſparkling Liquor new Vigour ſupplies, : 
And makes the Nymph kind who before was too wike, If ic 
Then, dull ſober Mortals, be happy with me, T 


Two bottles of Claret will make us agree ; And 

Will open your Eyes to fee Phillis*s Charms, 3 

Her Coynels wah down, the will fly to pour Arms, For 
G 134. | 


FIL all the Glaſies, fill em high, 
Dr:nk, drink, and defy all Power but Love: 
Wine gives the Slave lug Liberty ; 
But Love makes a Slave of thund ring Jove. 
Drink, drink away, 
Make a Night of the Day, 
*Tis Nectar, tis L:quor divine; 
The Pleaſure of Liic, 
Free from Anguith and Strife, 
Are „ing to Love and good Wine. 
SONG 135. 
1 LY merry News among the Crews 
That love to hear of Jeſts ; 
The oldeſt Sport that e er was us'd, 
Yet chiefly in Requeſt, 
If any one do carp at thee, 
or do thee Bawdy call ; 


wad 
. 


— 


LAY 


Say thou do ſt write as they delight, n - 4 
Of Up-tails all. Ii 

There hath a Queſtion been, of late, i. -4 
Among the youthful Sort ; An 

What Paſtime is the pleaſanteſt, 5 
And what the ſweeteſt Sport? Zu 

And it hath been adjudged, 12 
As well by great and ſmall, Th 

That of all Paſtimes none is like 
To Up-tails all. 

Batchelors will to this Game, F 
And marry d Men likewite 

Yea Wives, yea Maids, and Widows, Th 
Will uſe it all their Lives: Ar 

And old Men they will have a Snatch, 'W 
Altho' their Game's but ſmall ; Al 


vet theſe old Colts will have a Bout | 
At Up- tails all, If 


( 113 ) 


wiſe, If it were unlawful, 


Then Lawyers were to blame; 
And if it were ungodly, 
Io Prieſts it were a Shame; 
| For they, no doubt, do uſe it, 
' Tho' it a Vice they call; 
Vet Prieſts and Lawyers both will play 
At Up-tails all. 
It cannot be unwholſome, 
Phyficians do it uſe ; 
And if that it were noiſome, 
F They uould it then refuſe: 
And if it hurt the Body, 
Then ſure their Skill is ſmall ; 
Fer why the beſt of theſe will play 
At Up-tails all. 
Ladies love the Paſtime, 
And do the Pleaſure crave ; 
And if it were a baſe Thing, 
Then it they would not have : 
Zut yet the faireſt Women 
Will ſooneſt for it call; 
There is no ſhe but that will play 
* AtUp-tails all. | 
Is it were acoftly Thing, 
Then Beggars could not buy it; 
And if it were a loathſome Thing, 
Ihen Gentecls would defy it: 
# But it is a ſweet Thing, 
And pleaſing untoall ; 
There is not one but that will play 
At Up- tails all, 
SONG 136. 
FLY vwiftly, ye Minutes, till Comus receive ; 
The nameleſs ſoft T ranſports that Beauty can give 3 
The Bow!'s frolick Joys let him teach her to prove, 
— in return yield the Raptures of Love. 
Without Love and Wine, Wit and Beauty are vain, 
Al Grandeur infipid, and Riches a Pain, 
K 3 The 
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The moſt ſplendid Palace grows dark as the Grave: 


Love and Wine give, ye Gods ! or take back what you | For 


gave. 
Chorus. Away, away, away, 
To Comus Court repair; 
There Night outſhines the Day, 
There yields the melting Fair. 
SONG 137. 
FOR a Soldier or Poet conſumedly poor, 
I procure a ſmart Woman with Pence; 
For a Shop-keeper ready to ſhut up his Door, 
A rich Maukin without common Senſe : 
For Beaus batter'd and old, 
State Miſſes with Gold, 
Tho" toothleſs as my Grandmother : 
For a Fellow damn d lewd, 
An affected rich Prude ; 
For like Tallies they hit one another. 
Twangdillo. 
Any Maid who undutiful Parents has got, 
Or a Guardian too rigid upon her, 
Any worn-out Miſtreſs, who'd wed and be thought 
A Woman of Virtue and Honour ; 
Any Widow in want 
Of a ſturdy Gallant, 
Any Wite of her Huſband quite fick, 
To their Wiſhes I grant 
A Supply in the Nick ; 
Thus I pimp, Sir, with Spirit and Honour, 
Twangdillo, 
SONG 238. 
Fund Echo, forbear thy light Strain, 
And heedfully hear a loſt Maid 
Co tell the falſe Ear of the Swain, 
How deeply his Vows have betray d: 
Co tell him what Sorrows I bear; 
See yet if his Heart feel my Woe 3 
Tu now he muſt heal my Deſpair, 
Or Death will make Pity toa flow. 


| 


Q 


( 115) 
SONG 139. 


? 
t you © FOrth from my dark anddiſmal Cell, 
Or 


L 
= 


from the dark Abyſs of Hell, : 
Mad Tom is come to view the World again, 
To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd Brain. 
| Fears and Cares oppreſs my Soul ; 
Hark! how the angry Furies how! ? 
Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 
To fee poor angry Tom of Bedlam mad. 
Through the World I wander Night and Day, 
To find my ſtraggling Senſes. 
In an angry Mood I met old Time, 
With his Pentateuch of Tenſes: 
© When me he ſpies away he flies, ; 
| For Time will ſtay for no Man; 8 
In vain with Cries I tend the Skies, 
For Pity is not common. 
Cold and comfortleſs I be, 
Help ! help! orelſe I die ! 
Hark! I hear Apollo's Team, 
The Carman gins to whiſtle ; 
Chaſte Diana bends her Bow, 
And the Boar begins to briſtle. 
Come Vulcan, with Tools and with Tackle; 
And knock off my troubleſome Shackle ; 
Bid Charles make ready his Wain, 
To bring me my Senſes again. 
Laft Night I heard the Dog-ftar bark ; 
Mars met Venus in the Dark 
* Limping Vulcan heat an Iron-bar, 
Ad furiouſly made at the God of War: 
Mars with his Weapon laid about; 
Limping Vulcan had got the Gout ; 
His broad Horns did ſo hang in his Light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his Blows aright. 
Mercury, the nimble Poft of Heaven, 
Stocd ſtill to ſee the Quarrel ; 3 
Correl-belly'd Bacchus, Giaat-like, | 
Beſtrid a Strong - beer Barrel; | { 
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To me he drank, | 
1 did him thank, | 
For I could get no Cyder : 0 
He drank whole Buts, | 
Until he burſt his Guts, : 
But mine were ne'er the wider, | 
Poor Tom is very dry, | 
A little Drink tor Charity, 
Hark ! I hear Actaon's Hounds, 
The Huntimen whoop and hollow; 
Ringwood, Rockwood, ſow ler, Bowman, 
All the Chace do follow. 
The Man in the Moon drinks Claret, 
Eats powder d Beef, Turnip, and Carrot; 
But a Cup of Malaga Sack, 
Will fire the Buth at his Back. 


SONG 140. 
FOur and twenty Fidlers all in a row, 
And there was fiddle, fiddle, and twice fiddle, fiddle, 
It is my Lady's Birth-Day, 
Therefore we keep Holiday, 
And come to be merry, 


Four and twenty Drummers all in a row, 
And there was Rub a dub, rub, rub, rub, 
And there was fiddle, fiddle, &c. 


Four and twenty Trumpeters all in a row, 
And there was Tantara, rara, tantara, 
And there was rub a dub, &c, 


Four and twenty Tabors and Pipes all in a row, 
And there Wa whip and dub, | 
And tantata, rara, &c. = 
Four and twenty Women all in a row, 4 
And there was tittle tattle, and twice prittle prattle, E 
And whip and dub, &c. 1 
Four and twenty Singing-Maſters all in a row, 
And there was Fa, la, la, la, Fa, la, la, la, la. 
And there was tittle, &c. 
Four and twenty Fencing-Maſters all in a row, 
And this, and that, and down to the Legs clap, Sir, 
Am cut emoff, and Fa, la, &c, F 
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Four and twenty Lawyers all in a row, 
And there was Omne quod exit in um damno, &c, 
Sed plus damno decorum ; and there was this and 
Four and twenty Vintners all ina row, 
And there was rare Claret and White, 
I ne'er drank worſe in my Lite, 
And excellent good Canary, 
Drawn off the Lees of Sherry, 
If you do not like it, Omne quod, &c. 
Four and twenty Parhament-Men all in a row, 
And there was Loyalty and Reaſon, 
Without one Word of Treaſon, 
And there was rare Claret, &c. 


Four and twenty Dutchmen all in a row, 
And there was Alter Malter Vantor Dyken 
Kopen de Van Hogne Rottyck Vanton fick de Brille 
Van Boorflyck, Van Foorſtyck, and Soatrag Van Ho- 
gan Herien Van Donk. 

And there was Loyalty, &c. 


a Shape and a Bloom, for an Air and a Mein, 
Myrtilla was brighteſt of all the gay Green; 

But artfully wild, and affectedly coy, 

Thoſe her Beauty invited, her Pride would deftroy, 
Thoſe her Beauty, &c. 

By the Flocks as ſhe ſtray d with the Nymphs of the Vale 

Not a Shepherd but woo'd her, to hear his ſoft Tale; 

Tho' fatal the Paſſion, ſhe laugh d at the Swain, 

And return d with Neglect what ſhe heard with Diſdain, 
And return'd, &c. 

But Beauty has Wings, and too haftily flies, 

And Love unrewarded, ſoon fickens and dies ; 

The Nymph cur'd by Time of her Folly and Pride, 

Now ſighs in her Turn for the Bliſs ſhe deny d, 
Now fighs in, &c. 

No longer the frolicks it wide o'er the Plain, 

To kill with her Coyneſs the languiſhing Swain 3 

So humbled her Pride is, ſo ſoften'd her Mind, 

That tho? courted by none, the to all would be kind, 
That tho* courted, &c, SONG 
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(118 ) 
SONG 1 


om ſweet bewitching Tricks of Love, 


Young Men your Hearts ſecure; 
Left from the Paths ot Senſe you rove, 
In Dotage premature, 
In Dotage p: emature, 


Look at each Laſs thro' Wiſdom's Glaſs, 


Dcn't truſt the naked Eye; | 
Gallants beware, lock ſharp, take Care, 
The Blind cats many a Fiy, 
The Blind eats many, &c, 
Not only on their Hands and Necks, 
The borrow'd White you'll find; 
Some Belles, when Intereſt directs, 
Can even paint the Mind, 
Can even, &c. 
= Diſtreſs they can expreſs, 
ir very Looks can lye. 
Gallants beware, &c. 


There's not a Spinſter in the Realm, 
But all Mankind can cheat, 
Down to the Cottage from the Helm, 
The Learn'd, the Brave, and Great, 
The Learn'd, &c. 
With lovely Looks, and golden Hooks, 
T*entangle us they try. 
Gallants beware, &c. 
Could we with Ink the Ocean fill, 
Was Earth of Parchment made ; 
Was every fingle Stick a Quill, 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade, 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade. 
To write the Tricks of balf the Sex, 
Would ſuck that Ocean dry. 


Gallants beware, look ſharp, take care, 
The Blind eats many a Fly, the Blind eats many a Fly 


SONG 143- 


Rom ſcourging Rebellion, and baffling proud France, | 


Crown'd with Laurels, behold Brituh William # : 


Vance : 


( 119 ) 
His Triumph to grace, and diſtinguiſh the Day, 
Ihe Sun brighter ſhines, and all Nature looks gay. 
Your Glatles charge high ; 
s in brave William's Praiſe, 
. lits Glory your Voices and Inftruments raiſe. 
While loft in ſoft Pleaſure we courted Repoſe, 
Our Hero flew forth, tho” the Streams round him froze : _ 
To guard us from Tyrants, each Danger defy d, 
And wou'd conquer or die by fair Liberty's Side. 
Your Glaſſes, &c. 
peace comes in his Train, faireſt Offspring of Sky, 
Ev'ry Blits in her Smile, ev'ry Charm in her Eye : 
While that Foe to Man, that worſt Friend Civil War, 
I: gnaſing her Teeth, and fatt bound to his Car. 
| Your Glaſſes, &c. 
+ How hateful the Monarch, who lur'd by falſe Fame, 
To ſatiate his Pride, ſets the World in a Flame 
Ho glorious the King, whoſe intelligent Mind 


Makes Grandeur confift in protecting Mankind 
Your Claſſes, &c. 


Ye Warriors on whom we juſt Honours beſtow, 

O think on the Source whence our Evils do flow : 
Commanded by William, attack next the Gaul, 

And bind thoſe in Chains, who wou'd Britons enthral. 


Your Glaſſes, &c. 
| SONG 144 
| FRom good Liquor ne'er ſhrink, 
In Friendſhip we'll drink, 


And drown all grim Care and pale Sorrow : 
Loet us huſband to Day, 


For Time flies ſwift away, 
And no one's aſſur d of To-morrow, 
Of all the gay Sages 
That grac'd the paſt Ages, 
Dad Noah the moſt did excel; 
Fy. He firſt planted the Vine, 
Firſt taſted the Wine, 


A got nobly drunk, as they tell. 


Say, 


(120) 

Say, why ſhould not we 

Get as boſky as he, 
Since here's Liquor as well will inſpire! 

Then fill up my Glaſs, 

Ill fee that it paſs 
To the Manes of that ood old Sire. 

SONG 145. 

PF Rom roſy Bowers, where ſleeps the God of Lo, 
Hither ye little waiting Cupids fly; 
Teach me in ſoft melodious Song to move 
With tender Paſſion my Heart's darling Joy, 
Ah! let the Soul of Muſick tune my Voice, 
To win dear Strephon, who my Soul enjoys. 
Or if more influencing 

Is to be briſk and airy, 
With a Step and a Bound, 
And a Friſk from the Cround, 

Fl trip like any Fairy. 
As once on Idadancing 

Were three celeſtial Bodies, 
With an Air and a Face, 
And a Shape and a Grace, 
I'll charm like Beauty's Goddeſs. 
Ah! ah! tis in vain, tis all in vain, 
Death and Deſpair muſt end the fatal Pain; 
Cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Froſt and Snow and Rain, 
Falls on my Breaſt ; bleak: Winds in Tempeſts blow, 
My Veins all ſhiver, and my Fingers glow ; 
My Pulſe beat a dead March for loſt Repoſe, 


And to a ſolid Lump of Ice my poor fond Heart is froze. 


ng all with Tears I hed ? 
On Beds o and cryftal pillows, 
Lov bag ined Red 
No, no, I'Il ftraight run mad, 
That ſoon my Heart will warm; 
When once the Senſe is fled, 
Love has no Pow'r to charm : 


1 


Wind thro' the Woods Ill fly, 
Robes, Locks ſhall thus be tore ;; , 
A thouſand Deaths I II dic, 
Ere thus in vain adore. 


SONG 146. - 


| filent Shades, and the Elyſian Groves, 
Where ſad departed Spirits mourn their Loves; 
From cryſtal Streams, and from that Country where 
ve crowns the Fields with Flowers all the Year, 
Poor ſenſeleſs Beſs, cloath'd in her Rags and Folly, 
I: come to cure her love - ſick Melancholy, 
Bright Cynthia kept her Revel late, 
While Mab, the fairy Queen, did dance . 
And Oberon did ſit in State, 
When Mars at Venus ran his Lance. 
In vonder Cowſhp lies my Dear, 
Intomb d in liquid Gems of Dew ; 
Each Day I'll water it with a Tear, 
Its tading Bloſſom to renew. 
For ſince my Love is dead, 
And all my Joys are gone; 
Foor Beſs for his fake, 
A Garland will make, 
My Muſick ſhall be a Groan. 
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1"! lav me down and die - 9 N 

= Within ſome hollow Tree; | | x 
The Raven and the Cat, 3 | 
The Owl, and Bat, 


Shall warble forth my Elegy. 
Did you not ſ:e my Love, 

As he paſt by you? 
His two flaming Eves, | 

If he comes nigh you, | 
They will ſcorch up your Hearts; 


— 
CY 


Ladies, beware you, 
L:# he ſhould dart a Glance, 
That may enſnare you. 


L Hark 


( 122 ) 


Hark! hark! I hear old Charon bal, 
His Boat he will no longer ſtay; 
The Furies laſh their Whips, ard call, 
Come, come au ay, come, come au ay. 
Poor Bets wiil return 
To the Pioce whence ſhe came, 
Since the World is fo mad, ſhe can hope for no Cure; 
For Love's grewn a Bubble, 
A Shadow, a Name, 
W hich Fools do admire, ard wiſe Men endure. 
C and hungry am I grown, 
An:brefia will 1 feed upon, | 
Drink Nectar ſtill and fing : 
Who is content, 
D es all Sorrows prevent; 
And Bets, in her Straw, 
Whilſt tree from the Law, 
In her Thoughts is as great as a King. 
| SONG 147. 
FULL Boęs, a freſh Bottle, and a beautiful Face, 
Are the three greateſt Bleſſings pour Mortals em- 
brace : 
But alas | we grow Muck-worms, if Bags do but fill, 
And a'bonny gay Dame often ends in a Pill : 
Then heię h for briſk Claret, whoſe Pleaſures ne er waſte; 
By a Bumper we're rich, and by two we are chaſte, 


SONG 148. 
FY let us a' to the Bridal, 
For there will be Lilting there; 


For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
The Lafs wi' the gowren Hair. 

And there will be Lang kal nd Pottage, 
And Bannocks of Barley e; 

And there will be good fawt Herring, 
Tc reliſh a Cog of good Ale, 

Fy let us a” to the Bridal, &c. 

A there will be Sawney the Sutor, 
And Will wi' the meikle Mow ; 

And there will be 'Tam the Blutter, 
Witk Andrew the Tinker, I trow ; 
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And chere will be bow'd-lezged Robbie, 
With thumblets Katie's gaed Man ; 
Ard there will be blue - cheeked Dowbie, 

4-4 Liwr.e the Laird of the Land. 
F\ it us, &. | 
A. there will be Sow-!:bber Patte, 

And piucky-fac's Wat 1' the Mill, 
C:prer-nos'd Froncie and Gibbie, 

That wins in the How of the Hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Stbbie, 

Wha in with black Beſſy did mool, 
With ſnivelling Lilly and Tibby, 

The Laſs that ftands aft on the Stool. 
Fy let us, &c. 
And Madge that was buckied to Steenie, 

And eott him gay Breeks to his Arſe, 
Wha after wos bargit for ſtealing, 

Great Mercy it happen“ l nae warle : 
And there will be alcel Gerdy jaune: s, 
Kirch with he Lily white Leg, 

NI gde to the Stuth for Nfuners, 
Aud bang'd up her Ware in Mons-meg. 

let us, Ec. 

Au there wil be Juden Macklawrie, 
And blin'tua daft Barbara Mac kleg, 

Wi fae-iugged ſharnz-fac'd LV tie, 
And thayrgy-mou'd halucker Meg. 

And there will be hep per-arz'd Nanſy, 
And foiry-tac'd Feu tie by Name, 

Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Grity, 
The Lais wi' with the gowdea Wame. 

Fy let us, &c. 

And there will be Girn-agnin Gibt ie, 
With bes glakit Wile jonny Bell, 

And miſle- in d Mungo Mackapie, 
The Lad that das Skipper him:c!. 

There Lads and La es in Yearlings 
Will fcaſt in the Heart of the Ha, 

On Syvows, and Ritarts, and Carlings, 
That are buth fn gend 15h, 

Fy let us, &c, L 2 
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And there wil! be Fadges and Brachen, 
With fur*h of goca C:bborks of Skate, 

Powowdy, and Drammoci:, ard Crcudy, 
And caller Nowt-feet in a Flate, 

And there will be Partans and Buckies, 
And Whytens and Speldings erew, 

With finget Sheeps-heads, and a Haggice, 
And Scaalips to ſep till ye ſpew. 

Fy let us, &c. 

And there will be lapper'd milk Kebbucks, 
And Sowens, and Farles, and Baps, 

With Swats, and well icraped Paunches, 
And Brandy in Stcups and in Caps: 

And there vill be Meal-kail and Caſtocks, 
With Skink to iu» till ye rwe, 

Arn Roaſts to roaſt on a Brander, 
Of Flicv.ks thac were tiken alive. 

Fy let us, &c. 

Scrapt Haddecks, Wilks, Dulce and Tangle, 
And a Mill of good Sniſhing to prie; 

Wien weary with eating and drinking, 
We'll rife up and dance till we die, 

Then fy let us à to the Bridal, 
For there will be Lilting there, 

For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
The Lat wi” the gowden Hair. 

SONG 149. 


FILE me a Bewl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my capacious Soul; 

Fill me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my capacious Soul; 

Vaſt as my Thirſt is, 

Let it have Depth enough to be my Grave ; 
I mean the Grave of all my Care, 
For 1 deſign to bury't there; 

Let it cf Silver faſhion'd be, 

Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 

- Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 
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A; that bright Cup, as that bright Cup, 
Among the Stars, fil me a Ecul, 
Awiglity Bow), 
Large as my cap cious Soul, 
SONG 150. 
GY Florimel, of noble Eirtii, 
The moſt engaging Thing on Earth 
To plcaſe a blith Gallant, 
To picafe a blith Gallant ; 
Has much of Wit, and much of Worth, 
Aud much of Tongue to ter it forth, 
But then ſte has an Aunt, 
Bit then Ne has an Aunt, 
Row oft, alas! in vain Pre tr; d 
To temp: luer from her Guardian's Side, 
And trap ler on Love's Hook, 
And trap her, &c. 
Sne's Uke a little wanton Land, 
That f :fks abuut the ca- e:ul Duni; 
Eut hum the Sue, herd s Crock, 
Bat uns, &c. ; 
Lie wictched Dives, I am p.ac's 
To fee the Joys I ne er muſt tattc, 
Of ail my Hopes Cercav'n, 
Or all, &c. 
Her Aunt's the dreadiu} Cpt. c. Hr, 
By all the Pow'rs of Malice nx d 
To chat me of my Heav'n, 
To cheat me of my Heav a. 
SONG 1; 
Gather your Rote- bus, while youu may, 
Old Time is fill a fl, ins; 
And that fame Flow'r that trailes to Daz 
To-meorrow will be dying. 
The ylurious Lamp of Hrav'n, the Sun, 
The higher he is getting, 
The ſooner will his Race be run, 
And nearer he's to ſetting. 
L 3 
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That Age is beft, that is the firſt, 
While Youth and Blood are warmer ; 
Expect not then---the laſt and worſt 
Time ſtill fucceeds the former. ( 


Then be not coy, but uſe your Time, 

And while you may go marry ; 
For having once but loſt your Prime, 

You may for ever tarry. 
| SONG 1:2. 
| CG fer and Cammer were faſt in their Neſt, 

And all the young Fry of their Cribs were poſſel, 

Spot, Whitefoot, 2nd Puſs, in the Aihes were laid, 
And a blinking Ruth -candle hung over their Heads, 
Urſia was ſcouring her Diſhes and Platter, 
Preparing ro make her gocd Friend the Hog fatter; 
Greaz'd up to the Elbow, as much to the Exe, 
Till her erabrcider'd Clothes were ready to try. 
' Roger the Plowman i'th' Chimney lay ſnoring, 

| . Dill Cupid, fore vex'd at E's clowmth adorir , 
F Lid firaightway con.cev to the great Logger-head 

't he whifp'ring News, that they were all a- bed. 
| Up ſtervel N. ger, and rubbing his Eyes, 
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Straight to hi dear Urſa in Paſſion he hies; 
Th.a Meaning his Elbow cn Urſla's broad Back, p 
| — Complain'd that his Heart was ready to track. | 
U-"1, beirg vex'd at the Weight of her Love, 
Cry's, Cupid, why dolt thou thus treacherc us prove? 
In un angr' Mood then ſhe turn d her about, 
And the Diſt-cicut lapt over the Face of the Lout, 
TS, Rowr b'inz angry at ſach an Affrone, | 
Ard rot at all mindirg cf what might come on't, 
H-: gave her a Kick, with ſuch won'rous Mettle, 
As tumbl'd poor Urſa quite over the Kett'e, 
4 This Noile and R.umbling ſet Gaffer awaking, 
And tearing, leſt Thieves had been ſtealing his Bacon, 
With a Pur down the Stairs, in a trice he came | 
Witere he found Roger gaping, while Urſla lay tumbin 
| Pu take you, quoth he, fer a Rogue and a Whore 
| So zurn d the pour Lovers quite cut of the Door, 
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Not minding the Rain, nor the cold windy Weather, 
To finiſh their Loves in a He g- ſtye togetl.er, 
SONG 183. 
Gbnius of England, from thy plealant Bew'r of Bliſs 
Ariſe, and ipread thy ſacred Wings, 
Gvard, guard trom Foes the Brit iſh State, 
eu, on whoſe Smiles do wait 
u' vrcertain happy Fate 
Ct Meonarchies and Kings. 
Then tehcw, brave Boye, then follow, brave Boys to 
the Wars; 
Follow, foliow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, 
Follow, ſollow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars; 
The Laurel you know is the Prize, 
The Laurel you know eis the Prize, 
Vhc brings home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, 
Ide robleR Scars, looks fineſt in Celia's Eyes. 
Then ſhake off your flothful Eaſe, 
Let Glory, let Glory, let Glory inſpire your Hearts; 
Remember a Soldier in War, and in Peace, 
Jem nber a Soldier in War, and in Peace, 
Is the nobleſt cf all other Arts 
Remember a Soldicr, in War and in Peace, 
P emember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
I: the nobleſt of all other Arts, 


SONG 54. 
Gently tcuch the warbling Lyre, 
Chloe feems inchn'd to Reſt; 
Fill her Soul with fond Deſire, 
Soſdeſt Notes will footh her Breaſt 3 
Ple2fing Drearns aſſiſt in Love; 
Let them all propitinus prove. 
On the moſſy Bank ſhe lies, 
(Nature's verdant velvet Bed) 
Bexiteous Flowers meet her Eyes, 
Forming Pillows for her Head ; 
Zephyrs waft their Odours round, 
And indulging Whiſpers ſound. | 
| SONG 
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SONG ss. 1 

Gently ſtir and blow the Fire, | F 
Lay the Mutton down to roaſt, Tu 
Dieſs it quickly 1 defire, | E 
In the Dripping put a Toaſt, Ah 
That 1 Hunger may remove ; Dec 
Mutton is the Mezt I love. F 


On the Diefier te it lie, 

Oh the charming white and red l 
Finer Meat ne er met my Fye, 

In the ſweeteſt Grass it ted: 

Let the jack go ſwiftly round, 
Let me have it nicely brown d. 
On the Table ſpread the Cicth, 

Let he Knives be harp and clean: 
Falles set, and Sallad boch, 

Let them each be freſh and green z 
W::h ſmall! Ber, grod Ale, and Wine, 
Ch! ye Cods! how | ſhall dine 

SONG 136. 
Gifts of ev ry Occupaticn, 

LIty Rark, and ev'ry Nation, 
Sume with Crimes all foul and ſpotted, 
Some to happier Clime: allotted, 

Preis the Stygian Lake to pa, 

Here a Soldier roars like Thunder, 
Prates of Wenches, Wine, and Plunder: 
Stateſmen here the Times accuſing ; 
Peers Senſe for Rhimes abufing ; 
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Lawyers chatt'ring, See 
Courtiers flatt'ring, Ge 
Bulhes ranting, 
Zealots canting, 

Knaves and Fools ct ev'ry Claſs ! Pa 

SONG 157. 

Gir* me but a Friend and a Glaſs, Boys, 

I ſhew ye what tis to be gay Th 


III not care a Fig fer a Laſs, Boys, 
Nor love my briſk Youth away : 
Give me but an honeſt Fellow, 
That's pleaſanter when he is mellow, 
We'll live twenty-four Hours a Day. 'Ts 


Ta 
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"Tis Woman in Chains does bind, Boye, 
But tis Wine that makes us der; 
'Tis Woman that makes us blind, Boys, 
But Wine makes us doubly fe, 
The Female is true to no Man, 
Deceit is inherent in Woman, 
But none in a Brimmer can be. 
SONG 158. 
GS Roſe, my Chloe's Boſom grace, 
My Chloe's Boſum grace; 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envied Place, 
With never fading Love, 
With never fading Love. 
There Phenix like beneath her Eve, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die, 
In Raptures bura and die. 


Know, hapleſs Flower, that thou ſhalt find 


More fre Roſes there, 
Roſes there ; 
1 ſeethy with'ring Head reclin d, 
ivy and Deſpair, 


With Envy and Deſpair. 

One common Fate we both muſt prove, 
You die with Envy, I with Love, 
You die with Envy, I with Love. 

SONG 159. 

See. GO go, you vile Sot, 

Quit your Pipe and your Pot, 
Get home to your Stall and be doing: 
You puzzle your Pate 
With Whimſies of State, 

And play with Edge-tools to your Ruin. 
He. Keep in that ſhrill Note, 
Or Pn ram down your Throat 

This red-hot black Pipe I am ſmoaking: 
Theu Plague of my Life 
Thou Gipfy 1 thou *. ie ! 

How dar ſt thou thy Lord be provoking ? 
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She, You riot, and ror, 

For Bubylon's Whore, 

And give up your Bible and Plalter ; 
I prithee dear Kit, 
Have a little more Wit, 

And keep thy Neck out of the Halter. 


He. Nay, prithee, ſweet Joan, 
Now let me alone, 
To follow this prince!y Vecation ; 
I mean to be great, 
In ſpite or my Fate, 
And ſettle myſelf, and the Nation. 
Sbe. Go, go, you vile Sut ! 
He. I matter thee not. 
She. Was ever poor Woman ſo lighted ? 
He. Thy Fortune is made ! 
e. Go, fellow your Trade. 
He. I tell thee, I mcan to be knighted. 
She. A Whi; p'ng-poſt Knight ! 
Ec, Cet out of my Sight 
Ste, Thou Traitcr, thou | mak thy fad Ending, 
He, I'll new vamp the State, 
The Church I'll trar fate, 
Old Shces are no more worth the mending, 
SONG 1to 
80 vind the Vicar of Taunton-Dean, 
Ard he'Il tell you the Zauns were atk ; 
A pgocd vat Capon he had ver's Pains, 
And I zent it home in a Dalket, 
Ard F:iday Night I was, by right, 
To have prev'd if ſhe were a Madein ; 
And new ſhe's run with 2a Soldier to Town: 
Heydledcm, deydledom, cudcen ; 
Heydor, dudden, cudden, Tom: 
Sing heydledom, deydledom, cudden. 
M Mother ſhe zold her blue Game Cock, 
And a duinty Brocd of Chicken: 
Then bought herſelf a Canvaſs Smock, 
Ard rack'd it up in the Kitchen: 


Ay 
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And the bought me a Cambrick Band, 
Wik a Bumpkin Pair of Breeches : 
Not thinking but Joan 
Would have made me her own : 
it I taith ſhe'd have none of thoſe Vetches. 
Heydle om, deydledom, cudden ; 
Heydan, dudden, cudden, Tom: 
Sing heydledcm, deyJledom, cudden. 
Tu take a Hatchet and hang my zell, 
Before III endure theſe Loſſes: 
Or elſe a Rope in a doleſome Well, 
For I never can bear theſe Croſſes: 
0 I'll go to ſome Beacon high, 
For I'vaith I am welly wooden, 


uud throw my zelf down, her Kindneſs to try. 


Heydledom, deyd ledom, &c. 

If he can think tis a better Trade, 
This ſhooting of Guns, and 
She 11 find herſelf but a fimple ; 
For there's more to be got by Threſhing, 

I ne'er ſhall beg without a * 
Nor Occaſion have vor a wooden; 
Nor Cripple become, 
By vollowing a Drum, 
Heydledom, deydledom, cudden ; 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom : 
wg heydledom, deydledom, cudden. 


SONG 1561. 
(39D proſper long our Noble King, 
Our Lives and Safeties all ; 


A woful Hunting once there did 
In Chevy-Chaſe befal. 


T» drive the Deer with Hound and Horn, 
Earl Piercy tools his Way ; 
The Child may rue, that is unborn, 
The Hunting of that Day. 
The ftcut Earl of Northumberland 
A Vow to God did make, 
Hu Pleaſure in the Scottiſh Woods 
Three Summer's Days to take; 
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The chiefeſt Harts in Chevy-Chaſe 
To kill and bear away. 
The Tidings to Earl Douglas came, 
In Scotland where he lay: 
Who ſent Earl Piercy preſent Word, 
He would prevent his Sport. 
The Engliſh Earl, not fearing this, 
Did to the Woods reſort. 
With Fifreen hundred Bow-men bold, 
All choſen Men of Might, 
Who knew full well, in Time of Need, 
To aim their Shaft aright. 
The gallant Greyhounds ſwiftly ran, 
To chaſe the Fallow -Deer : 
On Monday they began to hunt, 
When Day-light did appear; 
And long before High-Noon they had 
An hunercd fat Bucks ſlain ; 
Then having din'd, the Drovers went 
To rouze them up again. 
The Bow-men muſter d on the Hills, 
Well able to endure ; 
Their Backſides all, with ſpecial Care, 
That Day were guarded ure. 
The Hounds ran ſwiftly thro' the Woods, 
The nimble Deer to take ; 
And with their Cries the Hills and Dales 
An Echo ſhrill did make. 
Lord Piercy to the Quarry went, 
To view the tender Deer ; 
Quoth he, Earl Douglas promiſed me 
This Day to meet me here: 
If that I thought he would not come, 
No longer would I ftay. 
0 With that, a brave young 
Thus to the Earl did fay ; 
Lo ! yonder doth Earl Douglas come, 
; His Men in Armour bright ; 
Full Twenty hundred Scottiſh Spears, 


All marching in our Sight ; 
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All Men cf pleaſant Tevividale, 
Faſt by the River Tweed. 
Then ceaſe your Sport, Earl Piercy faid, 
And take ycur Bows with Speed : 2%, 
And now with me, my 
Your Courage forth advance 
For never was there Champion yet, 
In Scotland or in France, 
That ever did on Horſeback come, 
But, fince my Hap it were, 
I durſt encounter Man for Man, 
With him to break a Spear. 
Earl Douglas, on a milk-white Steed, 
Moſt like a Baron bold, 
Rode foremoſt of the Company, 
Whoſe Armour ſhone like Cold: 
Shew me (he faid) whoſe Men you be, | | 
That hunt fo boldly here ; = 
That, without my Conſent, do chaſe, | 
And take my Fallow-Deer ? | 
The Man that firſt did anſwer make, : 
Was noble Piercy he ; | 
Who ſaid, We liſt not to declare, | 


Nor ſhew whoſe Men we be: 
Thy chiefeft Harts to ſlay. 

Then Douglas ſwore a ſolemn Oath, 
And thus in Rage did ſay ; 

Fre thus I will out-braved be, 

One of us two ſhall die; 

I know thee well, an Earl thou art; 
Lord Piercy, ſo am I. 

But truſt me, Piercy, Pity twere, 
And great Offence to kill 

Any of theſe our harmleſs Men; 
For they have done no III. 


Let thou and I the Battle try, 
And ſet our Men afide. 
Accurs'd be he, Lord Piercy ſaid, 
þ By whom this is deny d-. M 
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Then Rept a gallant "Squire forth; 
With'rington was his Name, 

Who faid, I would not have it told, 
To Henry our King, for Shame, 

That e'er my Captain fought on Foot, 
And I flood looking on. 

You be two Earls, faid With'rington, 
And I a "Squire alone : 

I'll do the beſt that do I may, 
While I have Pow'r to ſtand: 

While 1 have Pow'r to wield my Sword, 
I'll fight with Heart and Hand. 

Our Engliſh Archers bent their Bows, 
Their Hearts were good and true ; 

At the firſt Flight of Arrows ſent, 
Full Threeſcore Scots they flew. 


To drive the Deer with Hound and Horn, 


Earl Douglas had the Bent ; 

A Captain mov'd with mickle Pride, 
Their Spears to Shivers ſent. 

They clos'd full faſt on ev'ry Side, 
No Slackneſs there was found; 

And many a gallant Gentleman 

Lay gaſping on the Ground. 

O Chriſt ' it was a Grief to ſee, 
And likewiſe for to hear 

The Cries of Men lying in their Core, 
And ſcatter'd here and there. 

At laſt theſe Two ftout Earls did meet, 
Like Captains of great Might ; 

Like Lions mov d, they laid on Load, 
And made a cruel Fight : 


They fought until they both did ſweat, 
With Swords of temper'd Steel, 

Until the Blood, like Drops of Rain, 
They trickling down did feel. 

Yield thee, Lord Piercy, Douglas ſaid; 
In Faith 1 will thee bring, 

Where thou ſhalt high advanced be 


By James our Scottiſh King ; 
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Thy Ranſom I will freely give, 
And thus report of thee, 
Thou art the mot courageous Knight 
[hat ever I did fee. 
To Douglas quoth Earl Piercy then, 
Thy Proffer I do ſcorn ; 
I wil! not yield to any Scct 
That ever yet was born. 
With that, there came an Arrow keen 
Out of an Engliſh Bow, 
Which ſtruck Earl Douglas to the Heart 
A deep and deadly Blow: 
| Who never ſpoke more Words than the.e, 
Fight on, my merry Men all ; 
For why, my Life is at an End: 
Lord Piercy fees me fall. 
Then leaving Life, Earl Piercy tock 
The dead Man by the Hand; 
And faid, Earl Douglas, tor thy Lit: 
Would 1 had loſt my Land. | 
O Chriſt! my very Heart doth blecd | 
W:th Sorrow fur thy Sake ; | 
For fare, a more renowned Knight | 
Miſchance did never take. | 
| 
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A Knight amongſt the Scots there was, | 
Walch ſaw Earl Douglas die, 
Who ſtrait in Wrath did vow Revenge | 
Upon the Earl Piercy : 
| Sr Hugh Montgomery was he call'd, 
Who, with a Spear moit bright, 
Well mounted on a gallant Steed, 
Rode fiercely thro' the Fight; 
And paſs d the Engliſh Archers all, 
Without all Dicad or Fear 
And thro” Earl Piercy's Body then 
He thruſt his hatetul Spear: 
With tuch a yeh'ment Force and M'ght 
He id his Body gore, 
* The Spear went through the other Side 
hy | @ large Cluth-yard and wore M 2 So 
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So thus dd both theſe Nobles die, 
Whoſe Courage none could ſtatu. 

An Englith Acher then perceiv'd 
The Noble Earl was ſain ; 

He had a F-w bent in his Hand, 
Made of a truſty Tree ; 

An Arrow of a Clath yard lurg 
Up to the Head drew he: 

Againſt Sir Hugh Montgomery 
So right his Shaft he fer, | 

The grey Guae-wing that was therein 
In his Heaic's Blocd was wet. 

This Fight did laſt from Break of Day, 
Tul Setting of the Sun; 

Fur when they rung the Ex' ning Bell, 
I ke Battle icarce was done. 

With the Earl Piercy there was ſain 
Sir John of Ogerton, 

Sir Robe t Ratcli?, and Sir Ichn, 
Sir James that bold Bacon: 

And with ir George and good Sir James, 
Beth K:i:zhts of god Account, 

Good Sir Ralph Raby there was ſlain, 
Wh ſe Proweſ, did ſurmcount. 

For With'rington nee! muſt I wail, 
As one in doleful Dumps ; 

For when his Legs were ſmitten off, 
He fcught upon his Stumps. 

And with Earl Douglas there was flain 
Sir Hugh M ntgemery ; 

Sir Charles Curr+1, that frem the Field 
One Foot would never fly. 

Sir Charles Murrel, ot Ratcliff, too, 
His S1ſter's Son was be; 

Sir David Lamb, ſo well eſteem' d: 
They ſaved could not be. 

And the Lord Maxwell in likewiſe 
Did with Earl Douglas die : 

Of Twenty hundred Scottiſh Spears 
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Of Fiſteen hundred Engliſh Men 
Went home but Fitty-three ; 

The reft were lain in Chevy-Chaſe 
Under the Green-wood Tree. 

Next Day did many Widuws come, 
Their Huſbands to bewail; 

They waſh'd their Wounds in briniſh Tears, 
But all would nit pievai', 

Their Bodies, bath'd in pu pl: Blood, 
They bore with them away ; 

They kiſs d them dead a thouſand Times, 
When they were clad in Clay. 


This News was brought to Edinburgh, 
Where Scotland's King did reign, 

That brave Earl Douglas ſuddenly 
Was with an Arrow ſlain, 

Oh heavy News ! King _ did ſay, 
Scotland can Witneſs be 

I have not any Captain more 
Ot ſuch Account as he. 

Like Tidings to King Henry came, 
Within as ſhurt a Space, 

That Piercy, of Northumberland, 
Was flain in Chevy-Chaſe. 

Now God be with him, faid cur King, 
Sith "twill no better be; 

I truſt I have within my Realm 
Five hundred as good as he: 

Yet ſhall not Scot or Scotland fay, 
But I will Vengeance take, 

And be revenged on them all, 
For brave Earl Piercy's Sake. 

This Vow full well the King perſorm' d 
— on Humbledown ; 

one Day, Fifty Knights were ſlain, 

2 ith Lords of great Renown : 

And of the reſt, of ſmall Account, 
Did many Thouſands die: 

Thus +4, as the Hunt ng ot Chevy-Chaſe, 

* Carl Piercy. M 3 
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God fave the King, and bleſs the Land 
In Plenty, Joy, and Peace; 
Ard grant henceforth, that foul Debate 
'Twixt Noblemen may ceaſe. 
SONG 162. 
G9D Friends and Neighbours all draw near, 
Some Solace I'll impart ; 
Be mindtul of the Words you hear, 
They'll eaſe your drooping Heart. Fa, RD 
All you whoſe Wives are grown ſo free, 
To give you jealous Pain ; 
Here's what will cauſe your Jealouſy, 
Ne'er to return again. Fa, la, &c. 
A Painter once took great Delight 
In painting of the Devil ; 
And he would always paint him white, 
Which old Nick took mcft civil. Fa, la, &c. 
One Night the Painter being in Bed, 
Aſleep, and in a Dream, 
His Damſel on his left Side laid, 
The Devil to him came. Fa, la, &. 


(Painter, fays Belzebub, I'm come 


Thy Kindneſs to requite ; 
Aſk what thou wilt, it ſhall be done, 
For painting me fo white. Fa, la, &c. 
So pleaſe your Devilſhip, quoth he, 
Keep Spouſe from playing Pranks, 
And that I mayn't a Cuckold be, 
Fl always give you Thanks. Fa, la, &c. 
No ſconer aſk d, but granted was; 
The Panter had a Ring, 
Which whilſt you wear, the Fiend replies, 
Ne'er fear a Cuckolding. Fa, la, &c. 
Like Light'ning then away he flew, 
The Painter waking 
Found that he had his Finger got, 
Withun tus Wife's Half-moon, Fa, la, &c- 
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The Parſon again 
Began to explain 
To thoſe around him that fat ; 
But Magie indecd 
Flew over his Head, 
And cry d, what a Pox wad ye be at? 
Then the Parſon did ſkip 
Five Yards at a Leap, 


From his Pulpit quite down to the Floor ; 


And left every Saint, 
Quite ready to faint, 
Leaping out of the Meeting- houſe Door. 
Then ſome without Hats, 
And fume without Hoods, 
They out of the Meeting-houſe gat; 
And Magie hopp d after, 
Which cauſed much Laughter, 
Crying, what a Pox wad ye be at? 
Then a ſanctify d Soul, 
Who thought to controul, 
Look'd Magie quite full in the Face, 
Said, Satan, how dare 
You thus to appear 
In this our ſanctify d Place? 
But Magie he pranc d, 
He ſkip'd and he danc d, 
And out of the Meeting-houſe gat ; 
And all the Way long, 
He kept up his Song, 
Of a, what a Pox wad ye be at ? 
SONG 164. 
OOD your Worſhip, caſt an Eye 
Upon a Soldier's Miſery : 
Let not theſe lean Checks, I pray, 
Your Worſhip's Bounty from me ſtay: 
But like a noble Friend, 
Some Silver lend, 


And Jove ſhall pay you in the End 3 


And I will pray that Fate 
May make you fcrtunate 
In Heaven, or in ſome Earthly State, 


To 


( 1421) 
To beg I ne'er was bred, kind Sir, 
Which makes me bluſh ro keep this Stir ; 
Nor do I rove from Place to Place, 
For to make known my woful Caſe. 

For I am none of thoſe 

That a Roving goes, 

And in Rambling ſhew their drunken Blows ; 
For all that they have got, 
by banging of the Por, 
I wrangling who ſhould pay their Shot. 
Olympick Games I oft have ſeen, 
And in brave Battles have I been ; 
The Cannons there aloud did roar, 
My Proffer high was evermore : 

For, out of a Bravado, 

hen in a Barricado, 

By toſſing of a Hand-Grenado, 
Death then was very near, 
When it took away this Ear; 
But yet, thank God, I'm here, Tm here. 


And at the Siege of Buda, there, 

I was blown up into the Air, 

Frem whence I tumbled down again, 

And lay awhile among the Slain ; 
Yet rather than be beat, 


We fought eleven Score, 

The Rogues were ne er ſo thraſh'd before. 
I have, at leaſt a dozen Times, 

Been blown up b the roguiſh Mines : 
Twice through the Scull have 1 been ſhot, 
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At puſh at Pike I loft this Eye, 
And at Bergom Siege I broke this Thigh ; 
At Oft-nd, like a warlike Lad, 
E laid about as I were mad: 

But little would you dream, 

That e er 1 had been 

Such a good old Soldier of the Queen : 
But if Sir Francis Vere 
Were living new, and here, | 


He would tell you how I ilaſh d them there, 


The Hollanders my Fury know, 
For oft” with them I've dealt a Blow: 
Iden did 1 take a warlike Dance 
Quite thorough Spain, and into France ; 
And there I ſpent a Flood 
Of very ncble Blood, 
Yet all wculd do but little good; 
For now I home am come, 
Wita my Rags upon my Bum, 
Ard crave of your Woithip one ſmall Sum. 
And now my Caſe yeu underſtand, 
Pray lend to me your helping Hand ; 
A little Thing would pleaſure me; 
It is not Bread and Cheeſe, 
Nor Barley-Lles, 
Or any ſuch like Scraps as theſe ; 
But what I beg of yu, 
Is a Shilling one or two; | 
Kind Sir, your Purſe-ftrings pray undo. 


SONG 165. 


He, FJArk, bark, o'er the Plains, how the mer * 


Bells ring, 
while my tharmer is laid, 
Aſlcep while my Charmer is laid. 


The Village is up, and the Day's on the Wing, 
And Phillis may yet die a Maid, my poor Girl, 
And Phillis may yet die a Maid, my poor Cul, 


And Phillis may yet dic a Maid, 
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Se. "Tis hardly yet Day, and I 8 
O Damon, I'm young and 
To-morrow , my Dear, I'll to Church without Fear, 
But let me to TS GE 
My dear Boy, &c. - 
H. The Bridemaids are met, and Mamma's on the Pet, 
All, all, my coy Phillis upbraid ; 
B Midnight ! my Dear ſhall be eas d of her Fear, 
Nor grieve ſhe's no longer a Maid, 
My dear Girl, &c, 
She, Dear Shepherd forbear, and To-morrow I fwcath 
To-morrow Ill not be afraid; 
I'll open the Door, and deny you no more, 
Nor cry to live longer a Maid, 
My dear Boy, &c. 
He. No, no, Phillis, no, on thy Boſom of Snow, 
To Night ſhall your Shepherd be laid ; 
Fift lock d in my Arms, you ſhall yield up your Charms, 
Nor with to live longer a Maid, 
My dear Girl, &c. 
be. Then open the Door, twas unbolted before, 
"Twas Damon his Bliſs, that delay d; 
To the Church let us go, "and if there I fay no, 
9 
y dear Boy, &c. 
> Chorus, 
1 , away, and to Love give the Day, 
e Nymphs, let Example perfuade ; 
let Beauty be tim d, when the Swain's in the Mind, 
'Tis fooliſh to die an old Maid, my dear Girl, 
'Tis tooliſh to die an old Maid. 


SONG 166. 


H w Neptune, when firſt he took Charge of the Sea, 


been as wiſe, or at leaſt as merry, as we. 
He d have thought better on't, and, inſtead of his Brine, 
Would have fill'd the vaſt Ocean with gen rous Wine, 
Would have fill'd, &c. 


What Trafficking then would have been on the Main, 
Far the Sake of good Liquor as well as for Gain, oy 
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No Fear then of Tempeſt, or Danger of Sinking, 

The Fiſhes ne ex drown, they are always a arinking, 
The Fiſhes, &c. 

Had this been the Caſe, what had we enjoy d, 

Our Spirits ſtill rifing, our Fancy ne er cloy d. 

A Po then on Neptune, when twas in his Power, 

To flip, like a Fool, ſuch a fortunate Hour, 


To llip, &c. 


H ALE Burgundy, thou Juice divine, 
Inſpirer of my Song ; 

The Praiſes giv'n to other Wine 
To thee alone belong, g 

Of manly Wit and female Charms 

Thou can' the Pow'r improve: 

Care of its Sting thy Balm diſarms, 
Thou nobleſt Gift of Jove, 

Bright Phebus on the Parent Vines, 
From whence thy Current ftreams, 

Smiling amidſt the Tendrils ſhines, 
And laviſh darts his Beams. 

The pregnant Grapes receive his Fire, 
And all his Pow'r retain ; 

With the fame Warmth our Brains inſpire, 
And lead the ſprightly Strain. 

From thee, fair Chloe's potent Eye 
New ſparkling Beams receives 3 

Her Cheeks imbibe a rofier Dye, a 
New Fires her Boſom heaves. 

Summon'd to Love, by thy Alarms, 
Oh ! with what nervous Heat, 

Worthy the Maid we fill her Arm; 
How oft that Love repeat 

The Stoic, prone to Thought intenſe, 
Thy ſs can unbend ; 

A chearful Gaiety diſpenſe, 
And make him” taſte a Friend, 

His Brow grows clear, he feels Content, 
Forgets his penſive Strife, 

And well concludes our Span well ſpent 


in honeſt, ſocial Life, * 
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Ey'n Fops---thoſe doubtful-gender Things, 
Wrapt up in Selves and Dreſs, 
ite loſt to the Delight that ſprings 
rom Senſe---thy Pow'r confeſs. 
Ech fooliſh, puling, maudlin Face, 
That dares but deeply drink, 
Forgets his Cue, and ſtiff Grimace, 
Grows free, and ſcems to think. 
SONG 168. 
HAL. Maſonry, thou Craft divine 
Glory of Earth, from Heav'n reveal'd ; 
Which doth with Jewels precious ſhine, 
From all but Maſons Eyes conceal d. 
; Chr, Thy Praiſes due who can rehearſe, : 
In nervous Proſe, or flowing Verte ? 
Men from Brutes diſtinguiſh'd are, 
k A Maſon other Men excels ; 
for what's in Knowledge choice and rare, 
But in his Breaſt ſecurely dwells ? 
(ir, His filent Breaſt, and faithtul Heart, 
Preſerve the Secrets of the Art. 
From ſcorching Heat and piercing Cold, 
From Beaſts whoſe Roar the Foreſt rends: 
From the Aſſaults of Warriors bold, j 
The Maſons Art Mankind defends. 
Cr. Be to this Art due Honour paid, 
From which Mankind receive ſuch Aid. 


Laſigns of State, that feed our Pride, 
Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain ! 
By Maſons true are laid aſide, 
Art's free-born Sons ſuch Toys diſdain, 
| Cr. Ennobled by the Name they bear, 
| Diſtinguiſh'd by the Badge they wear. 
Sweet Fellowſhip, from Envy free, 
Friendly Converſe of Brotherhocd, 
The Lodge's laſting Cement be, 
Which has for Ages firmly tood. 
Cir, A Lodge thus built, for Ages paſt, 
Haz laſted, and Will ever laſt. 
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Then in our Songs be Juſtice done 
To theſe who have enrich d the Art, 
From Jabel down to Burlington, 

And let each Brother bear + Part. 
Chr, Let noble Matouns Realths go round, 
Their Praiie in lofty Lodge re ound. 

SONG 16g. 
HApry Inſet! vlt can be 
In Happe cormpar'd to thee ? 
Fed with Nuur:thn ent Divine, 
The dewy Mcrning's gentle Wine! 
Nature wales uy n thee fhll, 
Ard ti.v "verdant Cup does fill; 
"Lis hi: d where-ever thou Coſt tread $ 
For Nature's Seit 's thy Ganymede ! 
Thou © | drink, and dance, and fing 
Happier than the huppieſt King! 
Ali the Felds which thou doſt ſee, 
All the Flants belong to thee. 
All the Summer Ha urs pre duce, 
Fertile made with early Juice ; 
Man tor thee dees fow and plough, 
Farmer he, and Landlord thou. 


Thou innocently doft enjoy, a 
Nor does thy Luxury deftroy ; 
With Joy the Shepherd heareth thee 
Far more harmonious fing than he 

Thee Country Hinds, with Gladneſs hear, 
The Prophet of the ripen'd Year ! 
Thee Phabus loves, and does inſpire 3 
Bright Phebus is himſelf thy Sire 

To thee, cf all Things upon Earth, 
Lite is no longer than thy Mirth. 
Happy Inſect! thrice happy thou 
Doſt neither Age nor Winter know 

But when thou'ft drunk, and danc'd, and ſung | 
Ty Fill, thy flow'ry Leaves among, 
Sated with thy Summer Feaſt, | 
Thou retir'it to exdict Reſt. | 
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SONG 150. 
pA! away, tis the merry-ton'd Horn | 
Ca the Hunters all up in the Morn: 
To the tis and the Woodlands they fteer, 
To unharbur the out-lying Deer. 
CHORUS of Huntſmen. 
An all the Day long 
This, this 15 our Song; 
Stil! hollow:ng, 
And following, 
So roßck and tree; , 
Gur Joys know no Bornds, 
While we're after the Hounds, 
No Mortals on Earth are fo jolly as we. 
Round the Woods when we beat, how we glow, 
While the Hills they all echoe Hillo ! 
With 2 Bounce from his Curcr when he flies, 
Then our Shouts they reſound to the Sieg; 
And all the Day long, &c. | . 
When we ſweep o'er the Vallies, or elime 
Up the Health-breathing Mountain ſublime, 
What a Joy from our Labours we feet, 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal? 
And all the Dav long, &c. 
SONG 171. 
0 HRK. hark the Cock crows, tis Day all abroad, 
And looks like a jolly, fair Morning : 
Lo Roger and James, and dive ont yuur Teams, 
Up quickly to carry the Corn in. 
Davy the Drowſy, and Barnavy Bowly, 
At Breakfaſt we'll flont and we'll jeer, Boys: 
Sugear?s ſhall chatter with Smali-Beer and Water, ; 
While you ſhall tope ci the March Beer, Boys. 
Lafſes that ſnore, for ib e give it o'er ; 
| Mouta open, the Flics will be blowing: 
To get us tout Hum, gainſt Chriſtmas does come, 
away, waere the Barley is 1nowinz. 
I Dur Smock Sleeves go bind up the Sheaves too, 
With nimble young Rowland and Harry, 
Then when Werk's over, at Nigut give each Lover 
A Hug and a Buſs in the Dairy, 
x6 N 2 There's 
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There's two for the Mow and two for the Plough, 


Is then the next Labour comes after ; 
I'm fure I hir'd four, but if you want more, 
Fil ſend you my Wife and my Daughter. 
Roger the luſty tell Rachel the truſty, 
The Barn's a rare Place to ſteal Garters ; 


*Twaixt her and you then, contrive up the Mow then, 


And take it at Night for your Quarters, 
SONG 1:2. 


HARE, hark, the Hur.:{man ſounds his Horn, 


A Call fo muſical chides the Drone, 


Ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, 


The Clangor wakes the &:ow ſy Morn, 

The Woods re- echo the {priphtly Tone, 
Ton, ton, &. 

Tue loud- tor gu'd Cries che Concert fill, 

Our Stceds with Neighing flute the Dawn, 
Ton, ton, &c. 

We mount, and now we clmb the Hill, 

Thea fwitt deſcending we ſueep the Lawn, 
Ten, ton, &c. 

The diſtant Stag our Accent hears, 

Our Accents fatal to kim alone, 
Ton, ton, &c. 

He rouſing ſtarts, and wing d with Fears, 

Furſakes the 'Th:icket to ſeek the Down, 
Ton, ton, &c, 

Altho' Diana claims the Field, 

The Woods and Foreſts tho' all her own, 
Ton, ton, &c. 

The Groves to Venus let her yield, 

Whe:e we may follow her ſportive Son, 
Ton, ton, &c. 

What Joy to trace the blocming Laſs 

Thro' darkſome Grotto's with Moſs o'ergrown, 
Ton, tin, &c. 

Wulat Harme ny can ours ſurpaſs, 

When j-ining Chorus with Dove-like Moon ? 
Ton, ton, &c, 
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in various Sports the Day thus ſpent, 
Fatigu'd with Pleaſures when Night come on, 
Ton, ron, &c. 
Our Limbs tho' tir'd, our Hearts content 
With Wine regaling, all Cares we drown, 
Ton, ton, &c. 
SONG 173. 
HR how the Drums beat : p again, 
For all t ue Soldiers Gentlemen, 
Then let us lift, and march, I ſay, 
Orer the Hills and far away ; 
Over the Hills, and o'er the Main, 
To Flanders, Portugal, and Spain : 
Queen Arne commands, and we'll obey, 
Over the Hills and far away. 
All Centlemen that have a Mind 
To ſerve the Queen that's good ard kind, 
Ccme lift and enter 1nto Pay, 
Then o'er the Hills and far away ; 
Over the Hills, &c. 
Here's Forty Shillings on the Drum, 
Fur thoſe that Volunteers do come. 
With Shirts and Clothes, and preſent Pay, 
When o'er the Eills and far away z 
Over the Hills, &c. 


Hear that, brave Boys, and let us go, 

Or elſe we ſhall be preſt, you know; 

Then liſt and enter into Pay, 

And oer the Hills and far away; 
Orer the Hills, &c. 


The Conſtables they ſearch about, 
To find tuch briſk young Fellows out 
Then let's be Volunteers, I ſay, 
Over the Hills and far away ; 

Over the Hills, &c. 
Since now the French ſo low are brought, 
And Wealth and Honour's to be got, 
Who then behind wou'd ſneaking ſtay ? 
When oer the Hills and far away; 

Over the Hills, &. 
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No more from Sound of Drum retreat, 
While Marlborough and Gallway beat 
The French and Spaniards every Day, 


When o'er the Hills and far away ; 


Over the Hills, &c. | 


He that is forcd to go to fight, 
Will never get true Honour by't, 
While Volunteers ſhall win the Day, 
When o'cr the Hills and far away 

Over the Hills, &c, 
What tho' our Friends our Abſence mourn, 
We al! with Honour ſtall return, 
And then we'll ſing both Night and Day, 
Over the Hills and far away; 


Over the Hills, &c. 
The Prentice Tom he may refuſe 
To wipe his angry Maſter's Shoes : 
For then he's free to ſing and play, 
Over the Hills and far away; 
Over the Hills, &c. 
Over Rivers, Bogs, and Springs, 
We all ſhall live as great as Kings, 
And Plunder get both Night and Day, * 
When o'er the Hills and far away; 
Over the Hills, &c. 


We then ſhall lead more happy Lives, 

By getting rid of Brats and Wives, 

That ſcold and cry both Night and Day, 

When o'er the Hills and far away; 
Over the Hills, &c. 


Came on then, Boys, and you ſhall fee, 
We every one ſhall Captains be, 
To whore and rant as well as they, 
When oer the Hills and far away: | 
Over the Hills, &c. | 
For if we go, tis One to Ten, 
But we return all Gentlemen, 
All Gentlemen as well as they, 
When o'er the Hills and far away ; 
Over the Hills, ac. SONG 
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SONG 174 

HRK! how the Trumpet ſounds to Battle ! 
Hark ! how the thund'ring Cannnons rattle ! 

' Cruel Ambition now calls me away, 

While I have ten thouſand ſoft kind Things to ſay : 

| While Honour alarms me, 
Young Cupid diſarms me, 
And Czlia fo charms me, 

] cannot away. 

Hark again, Honour calls me to Arms ! 

Hark | how the Trumpet ſweetly charms ! 

Czlia no more then muſt be obey d, 

Cannor:s are roaring, and Enſigns diſplay d; 
The Thoughts of Prometion, 
Inſpire ſuch a Notion, 

Ot Cælia's Devotion, 
No more I'm afraid. 

Guard her for me, ccleſtial Powers; 

Te Gods, bleſs the Nymph with happy Hours; 

Oh! may the ever to love me incline ! 

Such lovely Perfections I cannot reſign. 

Firm Conftancy grant her, 

3 My true Love ſhall haunt her, 

My Soul cannot want her, | 
She's all ſo divine. 
SONG 175. 

HAfe my Rain-deer, and let us nimbly go ; 
Our am*rous Journey thro this dreary Waſte | 

Haſte, my Rain-deer, ſtill, till thou art to flow, 

Impetuous Love demands the Lightning's Haſte. 
Around us far the ruſhy Moors are ſpread : 

Soon will the Sun withdraw its chearful Ray. 
Derkling and tir d we ſhall the Marſhes tread, 
No Ly unſu g to cheat the tedious Way. 
| Thewat'ry Length of theſe urjoyous Moors 
Dees all the iw'ry Meadows Pride excel; 
Thro' theſe fly to he: my Soul adores; 

Ye flow ry Meadows, empty Pride! farewel, 


— 
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Each Moment from the Charmer I m confin'd, 
My Breaft is tortur'd with impatient Fires: 
Fiy, my Rain-dear, fly ſwifter than the Wind, 
Thy tardy Feet wing with my fierce Deſixes. 
Our pleaſing Toil will then be toon o'er-paid, 
And thou, in Wonder loft, ſhalt view the Fair, 
Admire each Feature of the lovely Maid, 
Her artleſs Charms, her Bloom, her ſprightly Air, 
But lo! with graceful Motion there ſhe ſwims, 
Gently removing each ambitious Wave 
The crouding Waves tranſported claſp her Limbs : 
When, when, oh when ſhall I ſuch Freedom have, 
In vain, you envious Streams, ſo faſt ye flow, 
To hide her from a Lover's ardent Gaze : 
From ev'ry Touch you more tranſparent grow, 
And all reveal d the beauteous Wanton plays. 
SONG 176, 
H AVE you e er {cen the Morning Sun 
From fair Aurora's Boſom run? 
Or have you ſeen on Flora's Bed 
The Efiences ct white and red? 
Then you may boaſt, for you have ſeen 
My tair Chloris, Beauty s Queen, 
H.ve vou cer pleas'd your ſkilful Ears 
With the iweet Muſick cf the Spheres ? 
Hate vou cer heard the Syrens ſing, 
Or Orpheus play to Hell's black King? 
If c, be happy, and rejoice, 
For hou haſt heard my Chloris Voice. 
Have you e er ſmelt hat Chymic Skill 
From Roſe or Amber doth diſtil? 
Have you been near that Sacrifice 
The Phaenx makes before ſhe dies? 
Then you can tell (1 do preſume) 
My Chloris 1s the World's Perfume. 
Fave vou e'er taſte! what the Bee 
Stca!s from cach frag ant Flow'r or Tree? 
Or did you ever taſte that Meat, 
Which Poets ſay the Cods did eat? 
© then 1 will no longer doubt 


But you bave found my Chloris out, SON 
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SONG 17, 
paving ſpent all my Time 
Upon Women and Wine, 

[ went to the Church out cf fpite ; 
But what the Prieſt ſaid 
Is quite out of my Head, 

I refolv'd not to edity by't. 

All the Women I view'd, 
Both religious and lewd, 

Frem the fable Top-knot to the Scarlets ; 
An even Wager I'd lay, 

That at a foul Play 

The Houſe ne'er ſwarm'd ſo with Harlcts, 
Madam Lovely | faw 
With her Daughters-in-law, 

Who ſhe ofers to Sale ev'ry Sunday; 
In the midit of her Prayers 
She negocrates Atﬀairs, 

And figns Afignations for Mondays. 
Next, a Baron Knight s Daughter, 
Whoſe ov-n Mother taught her, 

By Precept and practical Notions, 

To wear gaudy Clothes, 
And ogle the Beaux, 

Was at Church to ſew Signs of Devotion. 
Next, a Lady of Fame, 

Whom we ſhall not name, 

She'll give you no Trouble in teaching; 
She has a very fine Book, 

But ne'er on it does look, 

And regards neither praying nor preaching, 
Madam Fair their ſhe fits, 

Almct out of her Wits, 

Betwixt Vice and Devotion debating 3 
She's as vicious as fair, 

And has no Buſineſs there, 

To hear Maſter Tickle-text prating. 
From the Corner of the Square 
Comes a hopeful young Pair, 

As religious as they fee Occafion ; 
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But if Patches or Paint 
Be true Signs of a Saint, 
We've no Reaſon to fear their Damnation, 


When thus he had done, 
He bleſt every one, 
With his Benediction the People: 
So I rin to the Crown, 
Leſt the Church ſhould fall down. 
And beat out my Bains with the Steeple, 


SONG 178. 
HE that has the beſt Wite, 
She's the Plague of bis Life ; 
But for her that will ſco!d and will Guarrel, 
Let him cut ter off ſhort 
Of her Meat and her Sport, 
And ten Times a Day hcop her Barrel, brave Boys, 
And ten Times a Day hoop her Barrel. 


SONG 175. 
that is reſclv'd to weld, 

Ard be by the Noſe by Woman led, 
Let him confder't well e'cr ke be ſped ; 
For that lewd Inſtrument, a Wife, 
If that ſhe be inclin d to Strife, 
Will find a Man fhrill Mufick all his Life, 

Will find a Man, &c. 


If he approach her when ſhe's vext, 
Nearer than the Parſon does his Text, 
He's ſure to have enough of what comes next; 
And by our Grammar Rules we ſee, 
Two difterent Genders can't agree, 
Nor without Solec:ims connected be, 
Nor withcut, &c. 


Yet this by none can be deny'd, 

That Wedlock, or tis much bely'd, 

Is a good School, in which Man's Virtue's try'd: 

And this Convenience Woman brings, 

That when her angry Mood begins, 

The Huſband never wants a Sight of 's Sins, 
The Huſband never, &c, 


| 
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If he by chance offend the leaſt, 
His Pennance ſhall be well encreaft, 
She'll make him keep a Vigil without Feaſt ; 
And when's Confeſſion he is framing 
She will not fall to make's Examen, 
He has nothing elſe to do but fay Amen, 

He has nothing, &c. | 

SONG 1$0. | 
HE that will not merry, merry be | 
With a gen'rous Bowl and a Toaſt, 

May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 

And faſt bound to a Poſt, 
Let him be merry, merry there, 

And we'll be merry, merry here : 
For who can know where we ſhall go, 

To be merry another Year ? 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
And take his Glaſs in Courſe, 

May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall Beer, 
With ne'er a Penny in his Purſe : 

Let him be merry, &c. 

He that will not merry, merry be, 
With a Comp' ny of jolly Boys, 

May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding Wife, 
To contound him with her Noiſe : 

Let him be merry, &c. 

He that will not merry, merry be, 
With his Miſtreſs in his Bed; 

Let him be bury'd in the Church-yard, 
And me put in his Stead : 

Let him be merry, &c. 

|  $ONG 281. 

E's a Man, ev'ry Inch, I afſure you, 
Stout, vigorous, active, and tall; 
There's none can from Danger ſecure you, 
Like brave, gallant Moor of Moor-hall. 

No Giant or Knight ever quell'd him, 
He fills all their Hearts with Alarms; 
7 
ut wiſh d d in ni 
Bur wiſh'd, &c, | SONG 


— 
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SONG 182, 
HE AR all you Friends to Knighthocd, 
A Tale will raiſe your Wonder, 
How Caitiff vile, 
Zy baſeſt Wile, " 
An hardy Knight did plunder, 
How from his Pritiſh Worthy 
This Knave, a Pox light on hur! 
Did once purloin 
The only Sign 
And Badge he had of Honour. 
Oh! had you ſen our Hero! 
No Knight could cer look bigger, 
Unleſs his Size 
My Song belies, 
Than M---n of 'Tredegar. 
A Ribbon grac'd his Shoulder, 
A Star ſhone on his Breaſt, Sir ; 
With ſmart Toupee, 
Fort bien pudre, 
And Cockade cn his Creſt, Sir. 
This Ribbon held a Bauble, 
Which his kind Stars decree him; 
With which he'd play, 
Both Night and Day, 
*Twould do you good to ſee him. 
Tho' I a Baable call it, 
It muſt not thus be lighted ; 
"Twas one of the Toys, 
Bob gave to his Boys, 
When firſt the Chits were knighted. 
Hur was the Flow'r of Knighthood, 
You ne er ſaw ſuch a gay Thing; 
But Engliſh Rogue, 
Confound the Dog, 
Was rub hur of hur Play-thing. 
Rouze up, ye brave Knights Errant--- 
Ne'er give this Caitiff Quarter, 
Ye Knights of the Toaſt, 
Or Knights of the Poſt, 
Or Tbiſtle, Bath, or Garter, 


F 
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Lern hence ve courtly Lordiings, 
Who hear this fatal Story 

On how flight String3 

Depend thoſe Things, 
Whereon ye hang your Glory. 

SONG 13$;. 
HE that a Cuckold is, let it not grieve him. 
For in his Wants there is one to relieve hum ; 

He may ſicep quietly while his Wite's waking, 
And may be tree from Care, void of Pains taking, 

And his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 

And his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cæſar and Pempey were both of them horned. 
The Captain upon the Sea prays for fair Weather, 
Whilſt his Wite and the Mate fail both together, 
Fer-gazing on her Back at the Moon's Motion, 
Whilſt the poor Cuckold is at his Devotion, 

Vet his Condition is, &c. 


The Merchant beyond the Sea ſearching fer Treaſure, 
And tho his Merchandize be out of Meaſure 
Vet if he kiſs a Girl, while he is ranging, 
His Wire repays him a Bill of Exchanging, 

Yer his Condition 1s, &c. 
The greateſt Lawver that ever was lent us, 
Oren returns his Wife non eff Inwentss ; 
And if he ever fo wiſe in his Place is, 
She will ſtill find that a Flaw in his Caſe is, 

Vet his Condition is, &c. 
The greateſt Stateſmaa that e*er was applauded, 
Nerds not to laugh at a Citizen horned 
For if it's true as in ancient Relations, 
The City Dames do obey the Court Fathions, 

Yer their Cond tions are, &c. 
Whili the poor Parſon with Zea! is expounding, 
Telling the People their Sins are abounding; 
<< luſty Lad pay their Tythes to his Wie, 
Vhule he is a preaching Amendment of Life, 

Yet his Condition his, &c. 

Ya 
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You that ate Cheri, let this be your Comfort, 
Tllete 4. tl between this and trumtard ; 
I ten ell in a Kew ſhake Hands together, 
Never Of Apt er to wiar the Bull's Feather, 
For your C.neii.ns ire, Ec 
SU NG 254. 
7 = me, de Nymyhs, and ev'ry Swain, , 
tell be . i c £y grieves me; 
The? "= zus I jon; euiſh, thus c mplaing K 
Alas! ihe nc er beltetes me. 
Mr Voys ni ibs, like filent Air, 
Unheeced ever move her; 
At the bonny Buih aboon Traquair, 
Lu as there I ſuſt did love her. 
That Day the ſinii d, and made me glad, 
No Rfaid ſtem'd ever kinder; 
I theuglt myſelt the luckieſt Lad, 
So Weetly there to find her, 
Itry'd to fveth my am'rous Flame, 
In Words that I thought tender; 
If more there paſs d, I'm not to blame, 
I meant nat to offend ker, 
Yet new the ſcornful Rees the Plain, 
The Fields we then frequented ; 
It e er we meet, ſhe ſhevs Diſdain, 
She looks as ne er acquainted, 
The benny Buth bloom'd fair in May, 
Its Sweets I Il ay remember ; 
But now her Frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 
Ye rural Pow'rs, who hear my Strains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me ? 
Oh! make her Partncr in my Pains, 
Then let her Smiles relieve me. 
If not, my Love will turn Deſpair, 
My Patſicn no more tender 
II leave the Buſh abcon Traquair, 
To lonely Wilds III wander, 


SONG 


. bus . wy © 


by wy i == 


8. 
ted off 


= 
Oo nY6BT WO Ow o 


He: 


( 159 ) =” 
SONG 132 
HF N are People aud Sports, PF 
Or + 1} S+2zes and Sorts, 
Conch 4 Darafel ard . 
An, at bia the Nire, 
Tarpruns, Trugmulions. 


Lin, Ladier, Sous Babies, 1 
l Loc biss in Scores; ws 
Seme hau ling, forme bawling, _ ' 
Some Ioertng, tome fleering, | 
S me wing, ſome ſhoving, * 

W. n Legions of tirbelow'd Whores. 


To the Tavern ſome go, 
And ſome to the Sho; 
See Popyets and Nioppets, 
Þcx-Puldens for CAddene, 
Aope- dancing, Mares prancing, 
Bats fly ing, Quacks lying, 
Piek - cker:, Pick lack=ts, - 
Beats, archers, and Beads: 
eps prattling, U.c2 rattling, 
Rooks thawnmaing, Puts damning, 0 
h res pinted, Maſks raed, 
E 1 Tag- furbelow d Clothes. 
The MLS Jos wou'd you know, 
To „ von Mufick-Lleuſe go, 
See Tavlore and Satlore, 


Whores, MI. ay and D lv, 


Hear Mück malte: v ifick ; 
Some 8 ſome tripping, 
Some ſm:k:ns, ſ me joking, 
Like Son get 22 Tap; 
Skort Meſure, ſt.a n Pleaſure, - 
Thas ſwilling and bling, | 
| Sore yearly get fairly, 5 


For Fairings, Pig, Pork, and a Chap. — 
SON G 136. * 

RE are the beſt Horſes 
WG That ever ran Courſes, 

Here is the beſt Pad for your W Wife, Sir, 
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Who rides cne a D., 
if Luck's in lis War, 
Mey ride in a Conch ail luis Life, Sir, 
The Spertiman eftecms 
he Hur'- more than Cems, 
Ih: leaps oer a pitif , Cate, Sir; 
But here is the Hack, 
I. 5%, fre Lot his Back, 
Wil cap you into an Litate, Sir. 
SONG 187. 
HL. les 0:d Hare, worn ont with Care, 
Who cott times toll'd the Bell; 
Cou'd v7 a Crave, :ad ict a Stave, 
Arc lay men full well. 
For 1.c cd Song. Lead Hopkins Tongue, 
Au. Steinho:c't Eke allo ; 
. Cuugh and Hem he'd ſtand by them, 
As fa. a» Lungs weu'd go. 
Full mary a Feaſt for Worms he dreſt, 
Himie!r ft.il wanting Bre; 
But ah! he's gone, with Skin and Bone, 
To flame them, now he's dead. 
Hrre take his Spade, follew hi 'Trade, 
Neu he is out of BD: earth ; 
Cover the Ecnes of ones win once 
Wrought Journey-work tor Death. 


SONG 1288. 


FERE s a Zealth to the Lats with a rowling Eye, 


at win't ary Centieman twice deny, 
But en reator ble Lerms will ſoon comply, 
And a Fig ter the coy dnjembimg Funk. 


Her's a Beaith to the Lad that loves a brifk Laſs 
Ard fcorns in his Turn to rcfi.fe his Glats, 
Or by bis Rift Airs ſhow the World he's an Aſs, 

But will with an honeſt good Friend be diunk. 


For when in li, He:d the Wine is got, 
No IT r.pcror C22? be ſo great A* he 3 


"Tic t' e Lunce chat won't drnike ſhall be counted 2 Sot, 
And we'll ne'er think h. m fit tor gecd ma 
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Then up to the Brim cuch fill his Glaſe, 
And drink to the Hea!th: that I nam 1 be£ 
For the P:: 'E that loves net both his Bortic 46d 11s I, 
May he die in a Ditch, like a Sca of a Where, 
SONG 180. 


ID a Health to the Erg, and a laſting Peace; 


May Faction be dun. o, and Dicerd ceate ; 
Ceme, let us drink it while v e've Breath, 
For there's no drinking after Death ; 

Ard he that won't with this comply, 

Dcwn among the dead Men, 

Down among the dead Mun, 

Down, gown, down, down, 
Down among the dead Men let him lie. 
Now a Health to the Queen, and way the long 
B'our firſt fair Toaſt to grace our Song; 
Of K ur Hats, w'your Knee on the Ground, 
Take off your Bumpere all around; 
Ard he that will not drink his wy, 

Down among, &c. 


Let charming B.auty's Ifealth go round, 

I: whom cwelc{1-1 Joys are fe und; 

Ard may Co: mition thi! rurfae 

The fenieleſs Woman-tating Crew; 

Aud he that will this Ecalth deny, 
Down amung, dc. 

Here's thriving to Trade, and the Cemmen-weal, 

And Patriots to their Country leil; 

But who for B:ibes gives Satan his Scul, 

May he ne'er laugh o'er a flowing eu; 

And all that with ſuch Rogues comply, 
Down amore, &c. 

1 ſmiling Bacchus Joys I'II roll, 

Dery no Pleature to my Soul; 

Let Racchus' Health round twiftly move, 

Fer Bacchus is a Friend do Love; 

and he that does this Heath deny, 
Dewn among, &c. 
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SONG too. 
HERE's a Henith to the Tackers, my Boys, 
But my A--ſe for the Tackers about; 
May the brave Engliſh Spirits come in, 
And the Kraves and Fanaticks turn out: 
Since Magpie: of hate, are confounding the State, 
And would pull cur Eftabliſhments down, 
Let us make em a Jeſt, for they ſhit in therr Nel, 
And be tine to the Church and the Crown, 
Lit us chuſe ſuch Parliament- Men, 
As have fluck to their Principles tight; 
And would not their Country betray 
In the Story of Aſhby and White: 
Wh care not a 'T--d for a Whig, or a Lord, 
That won't ſee our Accounts fairly ſtated ; 
For Churchill ne'r fears, the Addreſs cf thoſe Peen, 
Who the Nation of Millions have cheated. - 


The next Thing adviſable is, 
S.1ce Schiſm ſo ſtrangely abounds, 
To oppoſe ev'ry Man that's ſet up 
E, Diſſenters, in Corporate Towns: 
For! I'gh-Church, anlLo-Church, they' ve brought us 
And Conſcience fo bubbl'd the Nation; a 
For who is not ſtill for Conformity Bill, | 
Will be ſarely a R--guve on Occaſion. 
SONG 191. 
ERE's a Health to thoſe Men 
That go with us again 
To chuſe Knights that can afford, Sir, 
To ſerve without Penſicn, 
Or other Pretenſion, 
P.t juft and right is the Word, Sir. 


As for thoſe that have Pay, 
We have little to fay ; 

Let the Soldier live by Eis Sword, Sir: 
We're for them that are known 
To have Lands of their own, 

Ard j:{t and right is the Word, Sir. 


Should we chuſe the Court Toole, 
They will call us all Fools, 


Tho' a double Saint and a Lord, Sir; We 
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We are ſure we can truſt 
To the Right and the Juft, 
For juſt and right is the Word, Sir. 
Then take off your Glaſs fair, 
| To do otherwiſe here 
| | k unjuſt, againſt Right, and abſurd, Sir ; 
| He, that leaves but three Drops, 
ef, Shall have't thrown in's Chops, 
For juſt and right is the Word, Sir. 75 
SONG 192. 
HERE's a Whim-wam new come over, 
And who will prick at my Lottery-Book, 
 'Tis ſpick and ſpan new to Dover, | 
k Frem France, where it lately took : 
| ?'Twill eaſe you of all your Troubles, ho! 
SY | By a chemical, new, chemerical Way ; 
But, firſt of all, down with tl. Bubbles, ho 
| For this is the faireſt Play. 
ce Jenny, the Chambermaid, trude it; 
* Come Tinker, and pawn thy Budget, 
| And Gillian no longer amble ſhall on Foot. 
a For Lords ſhall look hke Aſſes; | 
ct, For fee ye how Stock advances up to't, | 
Ard Fu.otmen ride in their Places; 
Then, Chimuey-ſweep, fell thy Soct. 
Jump off thy Board, bungling Botcher, 
And leave the Plough, truſty Roger, V » 
And Teagne, with thy Gr:mace ſneaſh it away: 
Trp, Ciceiy, trudge it with Mary, 
And gued mm:ck!: Sawney Lad donna ftay ; 
Ard Diruthy fli ht ty Dairy, 
For we are as biith as May. 
Come hither cach pretty Fellow, 
And Country Squi: e, thou Booby ncb Head; 
Bere Ii le iin, Punchinello, 
nir by, archly tre- d: 
| Here Mynheer van Candy Gutt, Cuzzle too, 
To raiſe or fall as Knay'ries meet; 
Jebn, come heip us to puzzle tco, 


Aud throw thy Cloak o'er the Cheat: 


Thy 


( 164 ) 
Thy Canting vill ſately fold us, 
When Air is too hot to hold us. 


Then prithee now Colly refuſe me no more, 


Nor vamp up a queer Reviſal ; 

For Water, Sir, never will _ into Cold, 
And a Fool chonld have no Rival, 

Till C--y's great Stock be. fold. 


Let every Trick be a clcan cne, 
Fat Sorrow is better than lean one: 
Then friſk it about, and jerk it away, 
For here's no Sign cf Sorrow; 
Unleſs Mr. Knight, ſhould darken the Day, 
"Twill be at twelve hundred To-morrow, 
And we underſtand the Lay, 


SONG 193. 
HERE s to thee, my Boy, 
My Darling, my Joy, 

For a Toper I love as my Life, 
I love as my Life; 
Who ne'er baulks his Glaſs, 
Ner crics like an Aſs, 
To go home to his Miſtreſs or Wife, 
To go home to his Miſtreſs or V/:te. 

But heartily quaffs, 

Sings Catches and laughs ; 
All the Night he looks jovial and gay, 
Looks jovial and gay; 

When Morning appears, 

Then homeward he ſteers, 
To fnore out the reft of the Day, 
To ſnore out the reſt of the Day. 

He feels not the Cares, 

The Griefs, nor the Fears, 
That the Sober too often attend, 
Too often attend ; 

Nor knows he a Loſs, 

Diſturbance, or Cro's, 
Save the want of his Bottle and Friend, 
Save the want of his Bottle and Friend. 


g 
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| SONG 194. 
| HEXE“ to thee, my Damon, let's drink and be 
merry, 

Ard drown all our Cat es in full Bumpers of Sherry; 
Ccmmit ev ry Care to the Guardians above, 
And we 11 live like Immortals en Pleaſure ard Love. 
Here's i hillis's Health: Lo! the Liquor flows higher 3 
Tis Phillis's Name that awakens that Fire; 
Since the Liquor is clear, let our Eloquence ſhine, 
and Fancy be irifk, as the ſparkling Wife. 
Ye Nymphs, and ye Graces, ve Cup'ds, ye Swains 
Co pluck the ſweet Reſes, the Pride of the Plains; 
Pluck only ſuch Roſes as worthy the Fair, 
And weae her a Chaplet with diligent Care 
While to yon cool Prplar's kind ſhade we retire, 
Iso melt in Embraces, and mingle our Fre; 

I: langufhing Bliſſes we*ll live, and we'll die, 

Lell melt in the Flames, that I catch at her Eye. 

SONG 195. 
REY! my Kitten, a Kitten, 
Hey! my Kitten, a Deary ; 
Such a ſweet babe as this 


. 
k neither far nor ncary: | 
Fere we go up, vp, up; 

And here we go down, down, downy ; . 


Fere we go backwards and forwares, 
Aud here we go round, round, roundy. 
Clicky, cockow, my lilly Cock ; 
See fee, fic a downy ; 
Callop a trot, trot, trot, 
Ard hey for Dublin Towny. 
Ti; Pig went to the Market, 
Sucek Mouſe, Mouſe, Mouſy ; 
Shce, ſuce, ſhoe the wild Colt, 
And hear thy own dol douly. 
, Where was a Jewel and Petty, 
| Where was a Sugar and Spicy; 
Eu a baba in the Cradle, 
ard we'll go abroad in a tricy. 
| . Did-a Papa torment it? 
G Da-e vex his own Baby? did-e? 
Euſh-à baba in a boſie ; 
7 
Take cus own lucky ; did-e? Goods 


I 
1 
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Cecdmorrow, 2 Pu Cdirg 15 broke; 
Slave:s a Thread o' cryſtal. 
Now the feet Puſier (mes up; 
Who fad my Chill was pifc'd ll ? 
Cerre water my Chick ne, come clock 
Leave off, or he crav-l you, he*il wow! you ; 
Come, give me your Han! and I beat him: 
Wha wa it vexed my Bavy ? 


Where was a lauch and a craw ? 
Where was, was, was a Sling honey? 
Cecdy, gocd Child hall be fed, 
But neu hty Chid ſhail get nony. 
Get ye gene Raw- head and Blocay- bones, 
Here is a Child that won't fear ye. 
Ccme, piſſy, pilly, ny Jewel, 
And ik, ik ay, my deary. | 
SUNG 196. 
H©-». hold thy Nutc to the Pot, Tom, Tom, 
And hela thy Nofe to the Pot, Tom, Lem, 
Iis thy et, and my ct, 
Ard my Por, and thy Pot, 
Sing hald thy Noſe to the Pot, Tem, Tom. 
"Tis Mat will cure the Maw, Tom, 
And heal thy Difempers in Auturnn, 
Felix quem facient, 
I prithze be patient, 
A'iera pericula cautum. 
Then ho!d thy Noſe to the Pot, Tom, Tom, 
Huld, hold thy Noſe to the Pet, Tom, Tem, 
There“ s no Paricn nor Vicar, 
But will toſs eff his Liquor, 
Sing hald thy Noſe to the Fot, Tom, Tom. 
SONG 197. 
BY few among the thouſand Pairs, , 
Weelcck deom d to certain Cucs, 
Als, fit the Yoke to bear, 
Are fit the Ycke to bear? 
The Hul and claims his Sov: reign Right, 
The Wiie runs counter cut cf Spitzkt, 
And does her Vows {:riwear, 


And does her Vows torkvwcear, 
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zut ſome there are, whom mutual Love 
Does prompt with free Corſeat to move, 
$ubmifſive to their Fate, 
$ubmutive, &c. 


Thrice happy is that prudent he, 
Thrice happy is that prudent ſhe, 
Ble d with fo kind a Mata, 

Bleis d with, &. 


Should 1 and Celia ever join, 

would be her's, and ſhe'd be mine; 
For we two would be one, 
For we, &c. 

Complying with each other's Will, 

Of gen'rous Love would take our Fill, 
Our Joys ſhou'd ne'er be done, 
Our joys, &c. 


SONG 298. 
pow happy ſeems that ruſtic Boy 
Who playing keeps the Kine ? 

Pleaſure is all his ſweet Employ, 
Nor Cares his Minutes join. 

His Cattle, little watching Need, 
Tame feeding all the Day; 

A roving Glance is all his Heed, 
And then again to play. 

He runs to Waters Amber clear, 
To flack his thirſty Heat ; 

While Hunger makes his homely Cheer 
Outvie a lordly Treat. 

The fGighing Breeze, the purling Rill, 
(By funny Walk or Bower) 

His Ear all Nature's Concerns fill, 
Her Sweets charm every Power, 

He cafts for Fiſh his guiling Hook, 
And whiſtles as it floats ; 

Patience fits ſmiling in his Look, 
Delighted with the Notes. 


* * - — here m 
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And, now he makes Springs verdant Flute | Hal 
Or homely Nettles pale; = 
Ard faunters, follow'd by the Brutes, } And 
Shrill p:ping thro* the Vale. A: 
And now on turfy B:d he hes, Cart 
No Roof from YhaoObus' Beams; A 
Birds ſing arcund him while he ſleeps, Shal 
And taſtes of honey Dreams. 8 
If Argels ever have the Power The 
The Innocent to keep; R 

o doubt they hover where he lies, Wh 
"ha bleſs his gentle Sleep. Plea 
SONG 199. Still 

HO happy cou d I be with either, 1 
Were t'other dear Charmer away, * By 
But while you thus teaze me together, \ 
To neither a Word will I ity; An 
But tol de rol, &c. 5 
SONG 2c | 5 


FOSIER ! with indignant Sorrow, 
I have heard thy mournful Tale; 

And, if Heaven permit, To-morrow H 
Hence our warlike Fleet ſhall fail, 
O'er theſe hoſtile Waves wide roaming, 

We will urge our bold Deſign, 
With the Blo.d of Thouſands foaming, 
For our Ccuntry's Wrongs and thine, | 


On that Day when each brave Fellow, N 
Who now triump hs here with me, 
Storm'd and pluader'd Porto Bello, A 


All my Thoughts were full of thee, 
Thy diſaſt' rous Fate alarm d me; 
Fierce thy Image glar'd on high, 
And with gen'rous Ardour warm'd me, | 
To revenge thy Fall or die. 
From their lofty Ships, deſcending, 
Thro' the Flocd, in firm Array 
To the deſtin d City bending, 
My lev'd Sailors work d their Way, 


( 169 } 
Krait the For, with Horror trembling, 
Quits in haſte his batter d Walls; 
And in Accents undiſſembling, 
As he flies for Mercy calls. 
Carthagena, tow'ring Wonder 
At the daring Deed diſmay'd, 
Shall e er long, by Britau.”s Thunder, 
Smoaking in the Duſt be laid. 
Theu, and theſe pale Specties twreping 
Reſtleſs o'er this wat ry Round, 
Whoſe wan Cheeks are ftain'd with weeping, 
Pleas'd ſhall I: ſten to the Sound. 
Still rememb' ring thy ſad Story, 
To thy injur d Ghoſt I ſwear, 
By my Hopes of future Glory, 
War ſhail be my conſtant Care: 
And Ine er will ceaſe purſuing 
Spain's proud Sons frem Sea to Sea, 
Wich juſt Vengeance for thy Ruin, 
And tor England ſham'd in thee, 


SONG 201. 
HW bleſt are Peggars Latſes, 
Who never Til tor Treaſure? 
We know no Care, but how to ſhare 
Each Day ſucceiſive Plicature, 
Drink away, let's be gay, 
Beggars ſtill with Bliſs abound ; 
Mirth and Jcy ne er can cloy, 

Whiltt the ſparkling Glats goes round. 
A Fig for gaudy Faſhions, - 
No want of Clothes cppreſe us: 
We live at Eaſe with Rege 2rd Fleas 

We value not our Drettes. 
Drink awav, &c. 
We fcorn all Ladics Wiſhes, 
With which they iporl ech Featere: 
No Patch or Print our Beauties taint ; 
We Yve in firaple N:tu:e, 
Drink Wan, &c. 
p 


aL 


N. 1. Ne, S. "25%. or Vapcurs 
In or Ly ring t-aze us.; 
Ve deink nt Tea, er Ratafic ; 
Wien fick, a D.am can eaſe us. 
Drink wer, tees 
V. hat Lade: et in private, 
BW Natug's feſt C.mrlaiſ'nce, 
V tha ww (ime, uben in our Prime, 
To kin: v :thout à Licence; 
Pride away, Ke. 
We knw no Shane or Scandal, 
he Bett: Law brirtend us 
We all azrec m Liberty, 
Anu 1 \CLtV de. . 1d us. 
D. nk as , &. 


Iite jolly Beggar-Wenel g 
Thus, the, we Gow” a)! 9 
W. Ihre t., dar, and ne er d. 
Un iure tal eee 
Dink away, &c. 


SONG 202. 


. bleſt has my Time been, what Days har: 


an, 
Since * „ck foft Bondage mace jeſſy my own, 
So } zy ful my Eat is, fo eaſy my Chain, 
That * ccm is taſte!eſs, and roving a Pain. 


Thio' Walks grown with Wocdbinds as often we n 


— „ one Up ys and Cirls troack and gay; 
For 2 h cheir Sport is, the wanton once fer, 
And ocr:.w their Locks trom my Jeffy and me. 
try * riet Temper, oft t mes am] ſeen, 
In Revels all Day with the Nymp x of the Green; 
Tho pairtul my Abſence, my De ubts the beguties, 
Ard meets me at Night Compliance and 
What the on her Cheeks the Roſe loſes its Hue, 
Her Laſe and cord Humour bloom all the Year thro: 
Time Ait! a a le ffs, brings Increaſe to her Truth, 
Ard ges to ner Mind what he ſteals from her Youth 


1. 


© API ſU a 
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E 
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| 
| 
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v eh. herds fo cay, uno make Love to enitiare, 
* * 1c with ta le V WS th. tO Ci Jul 6 Fac 


Vu . 7 * 


* * 
il * vu 35> i” Ical.ie hc vs va: gn * fl 64 


* : ' jo . * . . 7 Fd + p * 25 
I. h Unt fer Lite, voi mutt nn i it at home. 


& { » *7 2 92 3% 


3 . 


[i JW brirtful of Ning s the 1. 55 of 14 Bon: 


MACE tir; to think ot it ita. H d do; 
en ius te talk of Gr b Fi 1 
hy ? l a 1 * i bs 4 þ- yz» v0 
nua tans r1 b. out ta rw Ms . en Air; 
Walch lang in g tl. i f, but eurirg Chir her, 
A695 01 ing al Da, t ang, ſaunter, and Cas: 


Hache tus h B, Se. 

* at 1 17, at the Nay-hauſe they cr wd, 

7 on nothing dme the un & a a. pi: 

B.: to bou, an als to xn, aid talk 2th az lids 

Such, fuch : = 2 

er nothing 95 run * OY) Aſers:; ard Pl, 

for thing, at Cords, a fair Partner r the ca: 

chevy aill mit be beaued, who've nothing at all: 

backs, f ſuch ie, Er. 

F 7 nothing, oa Suntags, at Church they appear; 

Fr chey ve nothing to ue, nor tlie; ve not ling do frar: 

Tis can be no thing now here, who nothing are | here ; 
Sach, tach is 85 &c. 


SONG 204 
NW 4iml i Ce leria's Cell! 


What Damps bedeu the Place! 
No Tap' try here the ragged Walls, 


But pen lent Cob ebs grace. 


* 


Ea: of Sconce, an! glatiy Show, 
And Iten motly Forms, 
We view the Embroidery of Smails, 
And Tracks of iimy Worms. 
C:!14 Svrexts hang on the moiſten'd Stones, 
Droppiags the Thb waſte ; 
Thro' unglez d Voids the buſ; Wind 
Puts in the Ciuuing bit, 
228 Foets 


-— 


( 172 ) 

Ports (and cn'y they) can tell 
How Goddeiles appear ; 

F. - vuigar Souls would re'er expect 


„X Ports know, that furniſnh d Rooms 

Arc for the mortal Fair; 
None ever ſaw a heavenly Nymph 

At Tollet, or in Chair. 
Bu: hollew Caves, hung round u ith Moſs, 

"i hat Fgh Wirl, eviy Breeze, 
Ard cool Retten. by Nature form'd, 

The lovely f:. ad pleaſe. 
C; 1-144 is of Race divine, 

0. Mul at feat be thought, 
With Nymphs the ga dy Roof ſhe ſhuns, 

A..d wantons in a Grott. 

SONG 20; 
II happy a © State does the Filler poileſs, 
Who wou's be no greater, nor fears to be leſs; 

Cu Vis Bill and himſen he depends for Support, 
Wicki is better than .ervilely cringing at Cuurt, 
Wir ho' he all duſty, nud whuten'd does go, 
The mord he is powder d, the more like a Zeau 5 
A Clien in this Dress may be honeſter far, 
Than a HHurtier who ſtruts in à Carter and Star. 


Tho' his Hands are ſo daub'd they re not fit to be ſeen, 
The FHards ef his Betters are net very clean; 
A im mate polite may as dirtilw deal; 
Cold in bandin will flick to the Fi ingers like Meal. 
Wha: if then 2 Puiding for Dinner he lacks, 
He cribs wichout Scruple frum other Men's Sacks ; 
In th's of right noble Example he brage, 
Who burrow as freely from other Men's Bags. 
Or ſuou de endeavour to heap an Elate, 
In this too he mam the Tools cf the State; 
Wie ii is alone their own Cotfers to fill, 
As all his Concern's to bring Grit to his Mill. 
Ee eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 
And dn en hes weary contented does lye; 


To find a Coddeſs herc. 4 


; 


| 


| 


Then Os up chearful to v. = and to fins : 
u I leppy a Miller, tc wis d be a Kung 
SON G 2686. 
W hapoy are we, win the Wind is abaft, 
Avid tue yoathwan he pipes, Haul butu our S!cets 
alt. 
Seal, Heady, ays the Mafter, it blows a freſh Gale, 
Ve i! foon ach our Purt, Buys, if the Wind deu nat 
"#7 
= n drk abuut, Tom, altho' the Ship roll, 
t ous rich Liquor, ! by Mnging our Bowl. 


SONG 207, 
pov happy the Man, that like you, Sir, 
is pretty dear Perſina admires! 
Who, u zen with the Fair it wan't do, Sir, 
Content to his Idal retires. 
He turns to his Glal:, 
Where, in his tweet Face 
Such ravithic.g Beauties diſcluic; 
His heart on fire, 
Is jure his D-tire 
No Rival will ever oppoſe, 
Pu: when to a Nymph a Pretender, 
Poor Mortal, he ſplits on a Shelf! 
H little a iT! ung will detend her, 
rom one that makes Love to hamſe!f ? 
While nice in Dreſs, 
An! ſure of Succeſs, 
He tinaks the can never get free: 
With irailing Eyes, 
Sas rallies, and fires, 


And auglis at his Merit, like mes s 


SONG 208. 
W hard is the Fate of all Womankind, 
For ever ſab'cRed, for ever conſin d; 
Our Parents controul us, until we are Wives; 4 
Our Huſbands enilave us, the reſt of our Lives. 


If fondly we love, yet we dare not reveal, 
But ſecretly languiſh, compell's to concyal ; 5. 


= —— — WI 
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Deny'd ev*ry Freeaon of Lite to enjoy, C; 
We're blau d it we're kind, and cundern'd if wer | 
CUY. E. 
SONG 20g. 
OW much, egregious Moore, are we | 
Decciv'd by Shews and Forms? 


Vinte'er we think, whate'er we ſce, 
All human Kind are Worms. 

Man is a very Worm by Birth, 
Vile Reptile, weak, and vain ! 

A whi'e he craw!s upon the Earth, 
Then ſhrinks to Earth again. 

That Woman is a Worm we find, 
E'er fince our Grandame's Exil; 

She firſt convers'd with her own Kind, 
That ancient Worm the Devil. 

The Learn'd themſelves, we Buck-worms name; 
The Bluckhead is a Slow- worm; 

The Nymph whaſe Tail is all on Flame, 
Is aptly term'd a Glow-worm. 

The Fops are painted Butter- flies, 
That flutter for a Day; 

Firſt from a Worm they take their Riſe, 
Then in a Worm decay. 


The Flatterer an Ear-wig grows ; 
Some Worms ſuit all Conditions; 
Aiifers are Muck-worms; Silk- worms Beaus, 
And Deach- watches. Phyſicians. 
The Stateſmen Eave the Worm, is ſeen, 
By all their winding Play; 
Iberr Conſcience is a Worm within, 
That gnaws them Night and Day. 
Ah ! Moore, thy Skill were well employ d, 
And greater Gain would riſe, 
If thou couldſt make the Courtier void 
The Worm that never dies. 
Oh learned Friend of Abchurch-Lane, 
Who ſet' ſt our Entrails free; 
Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain, | 
Since Worms ſhall cat ev a thee. Ou | 
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Cur Fate thou only can ſt adjourn 
Some few ſhort Years, no more, 

En Button's Wits to Worms ſhall turn, 
Who Maggots were before. | 


SONG 210. 
pow pleaſant a Sailor's Life paſſes, 
Who rcams o'er the wat'ry Main, 
No Treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But chearfully ſpends all his Gain. 
We're Strangers to Party and Faction, 
To Honour and Honeſty true, 
And wou'd not commit a baſe Action, 
For Power or Profit in view. 
dier. Then why ſhould we quarrel for Riches, 
Or any fuch glittering Toys ? 
A light Heart and a thin Pair of Breeches 
Goes thorough the World, brave Boys. 
The World is a beautiful Garden, 
Enrich'd with the Bleſſings of Life, 
The Toiler with Plenty rewarding, 
Which Plenty too often breeds Strife, 
When terrible Tempeſts affail us, 
And mountaincus Billows affright, 
No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful Induftry fteers right. 
Chr, Then why ſhould, &c. 
The Courtier's more ſubject to Dangers, 
Who rules at the Helm of the State, 
Than we, who to Politicks Strangers, 
Eſcape the Snares laid for the Great. 
The various Bleflings of Nature, 
In various Nations we try 
No Mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Cor, Then why ſhould, &c. 
SONG 21. 
HOW wretched is a Woman's Fate ! 
No happy Change her Fortune knows; 
Subject to Man in ev'ry State, 
How can ſhe then be free from Woes ? 


( 176 ) 


In Yeuth a Fa ber“ ilern C mmands, hy 
OE: } ET i LV. 3 CO ntromn her Will ; : ( 
A1 - Brother v atchtul funds, ö To 
I, 

10 1 cep her clofor Captive till. —_ 
The Tyrant Fotbard next appears, H., 
With awtul and contract. Brow ; 1 
No more a Low: Form he wears, Be 
- Her Slaves hb me her Ser*reign now, ' 
If from eis fare! Fondage free W: 
And rot by Marrage Ch uns a d; "1 
She, bleſt wr! 1 tingle Lite, can fre Ar. 
A Parent fond, a Brother kind; 1 
Yet Love uturps her tender Breaft, But 
And paints a! hen to her Eyes; 
Some darling We n difturts her Reſt, He 

And painful $1215 in ſecret riſe, 
Oh, cruel Pow'rs, tince you've deſign'd, Th 
| That Man, vain Man, ſhould bear dt Sway; T 
[ To a Slave's Fetters add a Nav:th Mind, Ar 
R That I may chearfully your Will obey. T 

i SONG 213. 
. | © wed can vou Night a Lover ſo, H. 
And treat a Friend io like a Foe 3 3 

1 ſ:e no Proſpect of Relief, His 
, Yet Love the Cauſe of all my Orief. Mor 
In vain to ſcek Relief I fly, How 
To every Chme beneath the Sky ; And 
The tarther diſtant, ſill the more, Ca « 
1 doat, I languith, I adore. Aion 
Reientmcnt bids me not return; Dear 
But Love doe: with ſuch Ardor burn, [ mo 
Return I mult to meet mv Fate, The 
And fall a Victim to your Hate. —. 
SONG 217» — 
He happy is the Maid, Eh 
Who lives a rural Lite; ; A'! N 
By no faiſe Views betray'd, F Au, 
To no domeſlick Strife ; Va I 


( 177) 
No Paſſion (ways her Mind, 
Or withes to be great, 
To hunble Hopes confin'd, 
She ſauns the flatt' ring Bait, 
Her Soul with calm Ditfda:n, 
Above the Pump of Pride, 
Rc holds the Rich and Vain, 
In gilacd Fetters ty d; 
Wl.ile Titles, Wealth, and Powr, | 
The gaudy cene diſplay ; p 
Ard Payeants cf an hour, 0 
' 


: 


In Darkn: {s glide av ay. 
But if ſome gentle Boy, 

Her faithful Boſom ſhare; 
He doubles all her Joy, 

And leſens all her Care: | 
Their Moments on the Wing, 

The mutual Bliſs improve, 
Ard give perpetual Spring, 

To Vi. tue, Truth, and Love. 

SONG 213. 
pow gentle was my Damon's Air, 
Like funny Beams his golden Hair; 
His Voice was like the Nightingale s, 
More tweet his Breath than flow'ry Vale; 
How hard fuch Beauties do reſign, 
And yet that cruel Taſk is mine. 
Cn every Hill, in every Grove, 
Along the Margin of each Stream, | 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former L ve, 
| mourn, and Damon is my Theme, 
The Hills, the Grove, the purling Stream, 
But Damon there IT ſeck in vain, &c. 
F:.om Hill, from. Dale, each Charm is fled, 
Groves, Flocks, and Fouatains, pleaſe no more, 
Ech Flower in pity drops his Head, 
Al Nature does my Loſs deplore. 
All, all, reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
Vit Damon ſtill I ſeck in vain, 
No All, al!, &c. 
SONG 
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Come Drawer, then fl ve a Conn ef tte beñ, 
$ — 
W at ** P? U drin, dT i is 4 = 
* # * * 
Tie Wit %e rerlicz. Mu: l. vi: LY 


If u br: 2 t, Sir, ri! ne eng 

Yeu Ke pre, eu hd bettet vone Rhe te kceę, 
'To pr vide 11 you? Child: en or herne. 

4h de goo Man be wh'spers a Wa. in ker Lars 
%% Dear; we a iitiie; bete, 
Ell ws 16... tus: 2 nn the Reockhenn 

KE n pen, 
ar Wie ue will call Hr no Core. 

Ko, no Sir, you. Mal 26 hero, fins the Vite, 
Or the Case 1] dafh vt the fir; 

You vat foro park me, vu loa ro Fed, 
WIe you rai the Streets for a Wh. 

He pon down the Reck'nlng his Wife for: cates 
White young Bacchus dee: jn e cn the C: 

Thus to depart, he 18 rev”? at the ear, 
And is fore d to go kerne like an An. 

Then who in a Trap, I pray W 
For to ſcad fuck a Sort of a Lie: 

Fer an honeſt t: ue Soul, that loves the bro wn Pon, 
He can have no worſe Fiogue than a Mie. 


- 


% 


But when we are ſi: gle, we fic and carou.e, 
Without anv Danger or Fear ; 

Br it earls. or fte, when the Mhim's in tile Pate, 
Then hone to dur Locgings we flees, 


=. 4 5 9930 25 


. 
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I: ster young l we meet as we paſs, 
Som ond to happy are ve; 
V.r {br Charms, then ue fiy from her Arms; 
Ti A. ite lives a Lad that is tree. 
Rr tor nme Drawer t bring t other Quart, 
L*. * true Sens of Mirth we will fig, 
For we hate ny Wives to piagne our Lives, 
That Snare we vill never tali in: 
ens kind Lat to fi! up the Olaf, 
W.. 2 Woman goul-natar d 4 tee, 
I marry Co-morrov, but Marriage brings Sorrow, 
Sc A gation”. Life jor me. 
SON G 216, 
H4'L, bezuteous Quen, cœbeſtial Fair! 
Receive my WI n 2 grant my Prayer ; 
A on fond da ling Cod ut Love, 
To Damon's Fate propitious proves 
E211 1rd with Fl velle's C arms, 
W. ( plraſing Mi-n n, Boſom warms; 
Her piercing Lyes have fin'd a Dart, 
mmy um, ary yickiing Heart, 
Th- X(mp'1 whenover J complain, 
A Pears, unknowing of my i'ain 3 
Ani ater eth, an! Lowe implore, 
[1 vain I'm heard, in vain adore. 
A” i me then, ye Pow'rs divine 
t ;j0=0!'2 5 Heart to Love incline; 
her Covneſs change to conitancy, 
ils na ps will fond Damon be. 
SONG 217. 
H :: 1 3 the Love which meets return, 
W toft Flames Souls equal burn; 
But Words are wanting to diſcover 
Tae Torments or a hopeleſs Lover: 
Ye Acgitters of Heav'n relate 
losing o'er the Rolls of Fate) 
Don there ſee me mark'd to Marrow 
Mary Scot, the Flow'r of Yarrow. 
Ah n» ! her Form's too heav'nly fair, 
Her Live the Gods above muſt ſhare, White 


( 180 ) 
White Nertab, with Deſpair, explore her, 
And, at a Diſtance due, a lore her. 
O lovely Maid my Doubts beguile, 
E-vive ard bleſs me with a Smile: 
Alas, it not, you'll foon debar---a 
Sighing Swain the Banks of Yarrow. 
Be hohe, ve Feors, I'll not deſpair z 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then li go tell her all my Anguiſh 
With Succeſs crown'd, I'll net envy 
The Folks who dwell above the Sky; 
When Mary Scot becomes my Marrow, & 
Well malte a Paradice on Yarrow. 
SONG 218. 
1 Like the Fox ſhell grieve, 
Whote Mate hach left her Sire, 
Whom Huurds from Morn to Eve, 
Chaie der the Country wide. 
Where can my Lover hide ? 
Where cheat the weary Pack ? 
IF Love be not his Cuide, 
He never will come back 


SONG 219. 


1 Sing not of Battles that now ace to ceaſe, 
Nor carrols my Muſe in the Praiſe of a Peace, 
Nor carrols, &c. 
To ſhe w that ſhe's oft in good Company ſeen, 
She humbly begs Leave to fing Monficur Pantin, 
Sne humbly begs, &c. 
Examine all around, and at length you will own, 
His Likeneſſes daily are met with in Ton; 
Then let me my Song undiſturbed begin, * 
And ſhew all his Brothers to Monfieur Pantin, 
And ſhew all his, &c. 


And fir, pray obſerve that fine Thing made for Show, She 
That Compound of Powder an * on :nſe, a Beau: 


So limber his Joints, and fo ftrxr e in his Mein, 


That you cry, as he walks, look you, there $ 1 Pantin, 


That you cry, &c, 


flow 


( 18x ) 
How oft have you heard that the Ladies love change, | 
And from one Entertainment to t'other will range? 
In this they are conſtant, what Diff rence was ſeen, 
When they lay down the Fribble, and took the Pantin, 
When they, &c. 
Then all you fair Laſſes who bloom like the Morn, 
Who ſcek not your Beauties by Art to adorn ; 
When |! ſee on your Botoms this little Machine, 
I own I am jealous of happy Pantin, 

Loan, &c. f | | 
Ye Yuuths who have Parts, tho* ye often wear Lace, 
No longer let Feplings your Merit diſgrace, | 
But attack the fair Maid with a reſolute Mein, 

Lill the claſps the young Lover, and burns her Pantin, 

Till the claſps, &c. 

SONG 220. 

JTell with equal Truth and Grief, 

That Chloe is an arrant Thief: 
Before the Urchin well cou'd go, 
She hole the Whiteneſs of the Snow; 
And more, that Whiteneſs to adorn, 
She tale the Bluſhes of the Morn. 
She p'!f:r'd Orient Pearl for Teeth 
And ſtue the Cow's ambrofial Breath; 
The Cherry, ſteep'd in Morning Dew, 
Gave Muy:ftare to her Lips and Hue: 
Theſe were ber Infant Spouls, a Store, 
To which in Time tac added more. 
At Twelve he ſtale, from Cyprus Queen, 
Her Atr and Love-commanding Mein; 
Sole Juno's Dignity, and ſtcle . 
From bal as S:nſe to charm the Soul. 
Apollo's Wit was next her Prey ; 
Her next the Beam that lights the Day. 
There's no repeating all her Wil 
She ſtole the Graces winning Smiles; 
She ſung, arnaz d the Syrens heard, 
And to aſſert their Voice appear d: 
She play'd, the Muſes from their Hill 
Wonder d who thus had ſtole their Skill, 

Q Croat 


( 182 ) 
Creat Jore 2pprov'd her Crime and Art, 
Ava t viher Day the ftcle my Heart. 
bt evers, Cupid, ate thy Care, 
Exert your Vengeance on the Farr ; 
10 Ira! bring her ſtolen Charms, 
And let her Priſon be -- my Arts. 
SONG 22, 
T Wit and long for that which I, 
By Cuſtom forc'd, muſt needs deny, 


be Cuſtem forc d, muſt needs deny, | , 
How hard's a Virein's Fare ? 1 Thi 
To trown, Alexis, I am bid, | , 
And it I fmile, am ſnubb'd and chid, Cry 
And it 1 ünile, am ſnubb'd and chid, I 
Who d live at tuch a Rate? b * 
Since the prevailing Powers above, | : 


And Cupid, the kind Ged of Love, | 
And Cupid, the kind God of Love, b 
Decrecd us for cach other. 
Let Hymen light his Torch, I dare | 
Be thine without a Bluſh or Fear, 
Be thine without a Bluſh or Fear, 
To imitate my Mother. 
SONG 222. 
I Am a luſty lively Lad, 
Now ccme to One-and-twenty ; 
My Father left me all he had, 
Both Cold and Silver plenty : 
Now he's in Grave, I will be brave, 
The Ladies ſhall adore me; 
I'll court and kiſs, what Hurt's in this ? > 
My Dad did ſo before me. 


My Father was a thrifty Sir, 
Till Soul and Body fundred ; ; 
Some ſay he was an Ufurer, 
For Thirty in the Hundred: I 
He ſcrapt and ſcratcht; the pincht and patcht, ' 
That in her Body bore me; | 
But 1'!1 let fly, — Reaſon whv, | 
My Father was born before me, 
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- My Daddy has his Duty done 
In getting ſo much Trealure ; 
Tu be as dutiful a Son, 
For ſpending it in Pieaſure; 
Fire Pound a Quart ſhall chear my Heart, 
duch Nectar will reftore me: 
But III let fly, gocd Reafon why, 
My Father was born be fe me. 
My Graraum li, d at Waſhington, 
My Cramdſire delv'd in Ditches, 
The Son of old Jchn Thraſhington, 
Wheſe Lantern Leather Breeches 
Cry'd, whither go ye ? whither go ye ? 
| Tho' Men do now adere me, 
 Tiey ne'er did fee my Pedigree, | 
Nor who was born before me. | 
My Grandfire ſtriv d, and wiv'd, and thriv'd, — x50 
. Till he did Riches gather, a 
And when he bad much Wealth atchicv d, 
Oh! then he got my Father: 
| Of happy Memory, cry I, 
That e'er his Mother bore him, 
I nc'er had been werth one Penny, 
| Had I been born before him. 
To Free ſchool, Cambridge, and Gray's-Inn, 
My grev-ccat Grandſue put him, 
T. to forget he did begin 
The Leathern Breech, that got him ; 
One dealt in Straw, tother in Law ; 
The one did ditch and delve it, | 
My Father ftore of Sattin wore, 
My Grandſire Beggars Velvet. 
So I get Wealth, what care I if : 
My Grandfire were a Sawyer? 
My Father prov'd to be a chief, 
And ſubtle, learned Lawyer : 
| By Coke's Reports, and Tricks in Courts, 
He did with Treature tore me, 
That I may fay, Heavens bleſs the Day, 
| My Father was bora before me. 


My Qz ⁊ me 
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Some fay of late, a Merchant that 
Had gotten Store of Riches, 
In's Dining-Room hung up his Hat, 
His Staff, and Leathern Breeches : 
His Stockings garter'd up with Straws, 
E'er Providence did ſtore him, 
His Son was Sh'riff of London, cauſe 
His Father was born before him. 


So many Blades now rant in Silk, 
And put on Scarlet Clothing, 

At firſt did ſpring from Jutter- mille, 
Their Anceſtors worth nothing; 
Old Adam, and our Grandam Eve, 

By digging and by ſpinning, 
Did to all Kings and Princes give 
Their radical Beginning, 
My Father to get my Eſtate, 
Tho" telfiſh, yet was laviſh ; 
le ſpend it at another rate, 
And be as lewdly laviſh : 
Frem Madmen, Fools, and Knaves he did 
Litigioully receive it; 
If fo he did, Juftice forbid, 
But I to "ſuch ſhould leave it. 


At Play-houſes, and Tennis-court, 
ll prove a noble Fellow; 

Il court my Doxies to the Sport 
Of © brave Punchinello: 

Pl drink and drab, I'll dice and ſtab, 
No Hector ſhall outroar me; 

If Teachers tell me Tales of Hell, 
My Father is gone before me. 

Our aged Counſellors would have 
Us uve by Rule and Reaſon, 

"Cauſe they are marching to their Grave, 
And Pleaſure's out cf Seaſon ; 

In learn to dance the Mode of France, 
That Ladies may adore me; 

My thrifty Dad no Pleaſure had, 
Tho? he was born before me. 
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ru to the Court, where Venus' Sport 
Doth revel it in Plenty ; 
TI deal with all, both great and ſmall, 
From twelve to five and twenty ; 
In Play-houſes I'll ſpend my Days, 
For they're hung round with Plackets ; 
Ladies make room. behold I come, 
Have at your cleanly Jackets, 
SONG 223. 
1 AM in Truth 
A Country Youth, 
Unus d to London Faſhions; 
Vet Virtue guides, 
And ſtill preſides 
Oer all my Steps and Paſſions. 
No courtly Leer, 
But all fincere, 
No Bribe ſhall ever blind me ; 
If you can like 
A Vorkſhire Tike, 
An honeſt Man you'll find me. 
Tho' Envy's Tongue 
With Slander hung, 
Dees oft belye our County; 
No Men on Earth 
Boaſt greater Worth, 
Or more extend their Bounty. 
Our Northern Breeze 
With us » 
And does for Buſineſs fit us ; 
In publick Cares, 
In Love's Affairs, 
With Honour we acquit us. 
A noble Mind 
Is ne'er confin'd 
To any Shire or Nation 3 
He gains moſt Praiſe, 
Who beſt diſplays 
A generous Education. 
Q3 
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While Rancour rolls 


In narrow Souls, 4 
By narrow Views diſcerning; 

The truly Wiſe 

Will only prize 
Gocd Manners, Senſe, and Learning. 

SONG 224. 

J Go to the Elyfian Shade, : | 

Where Sorrow ne'er ſhall wound me, 
Where nothing ſhall my Reſt invade, 

But Joy mall fill ſurround me. 7 
I fly from Czha's cold Diſdain, 

From her Diſdain I fly; 4 v 
She is the Cauſe of all my Pain, 

For her alone I die. 
Her Eyes are brighter than the Mid-day Sun, | T 
When he but half his radiant Courſe has run, 
When his Meridian Clories gaily ſhine, | 
Ard glad all Nature with a Warmth divine. A 
See yonder River's flowing Tide, 

Which now to full appears: 
Theſe Streams, that do fo ſwiftly glide, 

Are nothing but my Tears. a 
There have I wept, till I could weep no more, 
Ain curs*d mine Eyes, when they have ſhed their Stor; | 
Fhen, like the Clouds that rob the azure Main, 

['ve drain'd the Flocd, to weep it back again. 

+ Pity my Pains, 

Ye gentle Swains 3 
Cover me with Ice and Snow, 
| tcorch, I burn, I flame, I glow : 

Furies, tear me, 

uickly bear me 
To the diſmal Shades below; 

Where Yelling, and Howling, 

And Grumbling and Growling, 
Strike our Ears with horrid Woe, 

Hiffing Snakes, 

Fiery Lakes, 

Would be a Pleaſure and a Cure; = 
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3 
Not all the Hells 
Where Pluto dwells, F 
Can give ſuch Pains as I endure. 
To ſome peaceful Plain convey me, 
On a moily Carpet lay me, 
Fan me with ambrofial Breeze, © 
Let me dic, and ſo have Eate. 
SONG 225, 
Had rather enjoy 
A Girl that is coy, 
Than one who is eaſy perſuaded ; 
For tho" for awhile 
She ſcarcely will ſmile, 
Yet at length her Fort is invaded. 
When then ſhe's poſſeſt, 
- You doubly are bleſt, 
Tho' from Pleaſure awhile you're confin'd ; 
The Heart is on fire 
With zealous Deſie, 
And the Joy of a Lover refin'd. 


The Pleaſure s not full, 
But damnably dull, 
When too willing a Miſtreſs we find ; 
I'd have her firſt frown, 
her Paſſion diſcwn, 
And begin by Degrees to be kind. 
„5 3016 . 
] Know I'm no Poet, my Song it will ſhew it, 
My Sorrow it flows like a Spring ; 
Altho you may ſhame me, the World cannot blame me, 
While I thus dolefully fing. 
My Loſs it is great, and ſuch a Defeat 
No Mortal had ever before ; 
She hadev'ry Feature, a ſweet pretty Creature; 
And what Man can fay any more, 
And what Man, &c. 
Her Lips they were true, of a Coventry blue, 
Her Hair of a fine Bow Dye ; 
Her Stature was low, but her Noſe was not ſo, 
It was a moſt delicate high ; 


| 


„ 
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Her upper Lip thin, which fairly turn d in, ' 
Her "Teeth were as black as a Coal : hp 
Her under ſtood out, to receive from her Snout Bi. 
The Droppings that fell from each Hole, - 


The Droppings, &c. 

No Needle or Pin were more than her Chin, 
Which her Noſe did moſt urs A meet; 

Like Sitter and Brother, they kiſſed each other; 
It was a great Pleaſure to ſee t. 

No Globe could be found fo perfectly round, 
As her Back was to all that did mind her; 

To give her her Due, her Head turn d like a Screw, 
To ſtudy the Glube behind her, | 
To ſtudy, &c. 


Tho” ſome Teeth ihe wanted, the reſt were well planted, 
"Cauſe Nature ſhould know no Neglect; FRY 
What in one ſhe deny d, the in t'other ſupply d, | 
Becauſe there ſhould be no Defect. 
It's common, you know, Teeth ſtand in a Row, 1 
The beſt, and the neweſt Way; 
Yet without all doubt, her's ſtood in and out, 
As if they d been dancing the Hay, 
As if they'd, &c. | / 
Her Breath very ſtrong; one Leg ſhort, t'other long, 7 
To make up her perfect Shape; | 
„Her Cheeks were like Lent, when tis almoſt ſpent, 
She had a delicate Face like an Ape ; 
Her Skin might be taken for a Gammon of Bacon, 
Her Breaſts like a Trencher, fo flat; 
/ She had a fine Mouth, which ſtood North and South; 
Oh! the d delicate Eyes like a Cat, 5 
Oh! ſhe d, &c. f 
Now I think it meet to talk of her Feet, 
* I'll tell you how fine they were made; 


W MD whod 


If you'll believe me, I will not deceive ye, v 
They were the true Shape of a Spade: 
| So broad, and ſo flat, that when ſhe did pat, 0 


So good a Guard ſhe did keep, 

With her Legs high and low, that when ſhe did go, 
You'd ſwear ſhe'd been playing Boh-peep, 
You'd ſwear, &c, Bu 
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But this long Narration breeds ſuch Moleſtation 
Within my unfortunate Breaſt, 

I'll now give it o'er, and ſo ſay no more, 
But leave you to gueſs at the reit. 

darch the World round, no ſuch can be found, 
So well ſhe pleaſed my Fancy; 

1 hall pine all my Life, for the Loſs of my Wile, 
And there is an End of poor Nancy, 
And there is an End of poor Nancy, 


SONG 227. 
] Have in Love, and in Debt, and in Drink, 
This and many a Year : 
And thoſe are three Plagues enough, I ſhould think, 
For one poor Mortal to bear. 
"Twas Love made me fall into Drink, 
And Drink made me fall into Debt ; 
And tho" I have ſtruggl' d, and ſtrove, 
I cannot get out of them yet. 
There's nothing tut Money can cure me, 
And rid me of all my Pain; 
Twill pay all my Debts, 
And remove all my Letts ; | 
And my Miſtreſs, that cannot endure me, ” 
Will love me, and love me again: i 
Then, then III fall to my loving and drinking again. 
SONG 228. 
Ir you wou'd keep your Damon true, F 
And conſtant as before; 
Let him perceive no Change in you, 
And hell be falſe no more. 
"Tis not that Celia is more fair, 
Or has more Charms than you; 
But that ſhe's leſs diſturb'd with Care, 
If he be falſe or true. 
Why then ſhou'd you diſgrace with Tears, 
That Face which once was gay: 
Or why ſhou'd you diſtract with Fears, J 
That Heart which once was May. 
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Let Smiles again adorn your Face, 
Again be gay and glad; 
And he Il again reſume nis Place, 
Or elſe by Jove he's mad. 
SONG 229. 
from the Luſtre of the Sun, 


To catch your fleeting Shade you run, 


In vain is all your Haite, Sir; 
But if ycur Feet reverſe the Race, 
The Fugarive will urge the Chaſe, 

And follow you as faſt, Sir, 
Thus, if at any Time, as now, 
Some ſcornful Chlue you purſe, 

In hopes to overtake her; 

Be ſure you ne er too eager be, 
But lock upon tas cold as ſhe, 

And ſeemingly forſake her. 


So I and Laura t'other Day, 
Were courſing round a Ccck of Hay, 
. WhileI could ne'er o'er get her? 
But when I found I ran in vain. 
Quite tired I turn d back again, 
And flying from her met her. 
SONG 230, 
] Like a Ship in Storms, was toft, 
Yet afraid to put into Land ; 


For ſeiz'd in the Port, the Veſſel's loſt, 


Whoſe Treaſure is contreband ; 


My All's in my Poſſeſſion, Poſſeſſion, 


My All's in my Poſſeſſion. 
SONG 231 


] Eove thee, by Heav'ns I cannot ſay more ; 
Then ſet not my Paſſion a- cooling; 
It thou yield" not at once, I muſt e en give 


For I'm but a Novice at fooling. 
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What my Love wants in Words it ſhall make vp in Deeds, 
Then why ſhou'd we waſte Time in Stuff, Child? 
A Performance, you wot well, a Promiſe exceeds; 


A Word ty the Wiſe is enough, Child. 


I know how to love, and to make that Love known, 


Bt Thate all protetting and arguing : 


Had a Goddefs my Heart, ſhe ſhou'd ev'n lye alone, 


If the made many Words to the Bargain. 


I'm a Quaker in Love, and dut barely affirm 
Whate'er my fond Eyes have been ſaying ; 


Pr ythee, be thou ſo too, ſeek for no better Term, 


But e en throw thy Yea or thy Nay in. 

| cannot bear Love, like a Chancery Suit, 
The .\ ge of a Patriarch depending; 

Then piuck up a Spirit, no longer be mute, 
Cie it one Way or other an Ending. 


Long Courthip's the Vice of a phlegmatick Fool, 


Like the Grace of tanatical Sinners, 


Where the Stomachs are loft, and the Victuals grow cool, 


Before Men fit down to their Dinners. 
SONG 232 
1. Man. 1 Once was a Poet at London, 
I kept my Heart ſtill full of Glee ; 
There's no Man can fay that I'm undone, 
For Begging's no new Trade to me. 
Tol derol, &c. 
2. Man, I once was an Attorney at Law, 
And after a Knight of the Poſt : 
Give me a briſk Wench in clean Straw, 
And I value not who rules the Roaſt. 
Tol derol, &c. 
3. Man. Make Room for a Soldier in Buff, 
Who valiantly ſtrutted about, 
Till he fancy'd the Peace breaking off, 
And then he moſt wiſely --- ſold out. 
Tol derol, &c. 
+ Man. Here comes a Courtier polite, Sir, 
Who flatter d my Lord to his Face; 
Now Railing is all his Delight, Sir, 
Becauſe he miſs d getting a Place. 
Tol derol, &c. 


5. Man, | 


* 
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5. Man. I till am a merry Gut-ſcraper, 
My Heart never yet felt a Qualm ; 
Tuo pour, I can frolick and vapour, 
And fing any Tune but a Pſalm. 
Tol derol, &c. 


6. Man. I was a fanatical Preacher, 
I turn'd up my Eyes when I pray'd 
But my H-arers halt ftarv'd therr Teacher, 
For they believ'd not one Word that 1 fad, 
Tol derol, &c. 
1. Man. Whoe'er would be merry and free, 
Let him liſt and from us he may learn: 
In Palaces who ſhall you ſce 
Half ſo happy as we in a Barn? 
Tel derol, &c. 
Chorus of all. 
Whoe er would be meriy and free, 
Let him liſt and from us he may learn: 
In Palaces who ſhall you ſee 


Half fo happy as we in a Barn? 
Tol derol, &c. 
SONG 233. 
TF any ſo wiſe is, 


That Sack he deſpiſes, 

Let him drink hs ſmall Beer and be ſober ; 
Whilſt we drink wine and fing 
As if it were Spring, 

He ſhall drocp like the Free: in October. 
But be ſure, over Night, 
If this Dog do you bite, 

You take it henceforth f+: a Warning, 
Soon as out of your vcd, 
To ſettle your Head, 

Take a Hair-ot his Tail in the Morning. 
And n t be fo filly, 
To fuliuw old Lilly; 

For there n-ching but Wine that can tune us; 
Let hi: ne atſueſcas 
Be put in his Cap-caſe, 


And bibito viaum jejunus. 
ſing jej $ 086 
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SONG 234 
FF any Wench Venus' Girdle wear, 

Though the be never ſo ugly; 
Lillies and, Roſes will quickly appear, 

And her Face look wond'rous ſmugly. 
Beneath the leſt Ear, fit but a Core, 

(A Rope fo charming a Zone is) 
The Youth in his Cart hath the Air of a Lord, 

And we cry, There dies an Adonis! 

* SONG 235. 

Ir 1 live to grow old, as I find I grow down, 

Let this be my Fate in a Country Town : 
May I have a warm Hauſe, with a Stone at my Gate: 
And 2 cleanly young Girl to rub my bald Pate. 

May I govern my Paſſion with an abſolute Sway, 
And grow wiler and better as my Strength wears awav ; 

Without Gout or Stone, by a gentle Decay. 
In a Country Town by a murmuring Brook, 
With the Ocean at Diſtance on which I may look; 
With a ſpacious Plain without Hedge or Stile, 
Ard an eaſy Pad- Nag to ride out a Mile. 

May I govern, &c. 
With Horace and Petrarch, and one or two more, 
Of the beſt Wits that liv d in the Ages before; 
With a Diſh of Roaſt-Mutton, not Ven ſon nor Teal, 
And clean, tho” courſe Linen, at every Meal. 

May I govern, &c. 
With a Pudding on Sunday, and ſtout huming Liquor, 


And a Remnant of Latin to puzzle the Vicar ; 


With a hidden Reſerve of Burgundy Wine, 
To drink the King's Health as oft as we dine. 
May I govern, &c. 
With a Courage undaunted may I face my laſt Day ; 
And when I am dead may the better Sort ſay, 
In the Morning when ſober, in the Ev ning when meilorw, 
He is gone, and han't left behind him his Fellow. 
For he govern d his Paſſions with an abiolute Swan, 
And grew wiſer and better as his Strength wore av ay 
Wicheut Gout or Stone by a gentle Decay. 
R SONG 
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SONG 236, 
Tf tore Nan tor his Money, 

A: many have done betore ; 
Tho to Night he may call me his Honey 

To-morrow he'll call me his Whore, x 
Then better be frank and free, 

And love him for Loving's Sake; 
Ih ooner we Women agree, 

Ihe better's the Bargain we make. 
Chuſe you a dear Man that is kind, 

That's genzrous, eaſy and true; 
And to keep him ſtill in the ſame Mind, 

Do you keep yourſelf in the fame too, 
If when he begins to change, 

You fiercely the Fault reprove, | 
He may like others, out of Revenge, 

He ne er could have lik'd out ot Love, 
To all his Follies be blind, 

But moſtly to that of roving ; 
When's he moſt croſs, be you moſt kind, 1 

And teach him to love you by loving. 
If with a hard Word he is vex' d, 

A Kiſs will ſoon heal the Sore ; 
But if not one Kiſs, then try the next. 


And if not the next, the next Score, 
Thus ſoften him by Degrees, 
And bring him to your Lure: 
By pleaſing nim, yourſelf you may pleaſe ; 
And when you ve half loſt him, ſecure, 
SONG 237. 
JF Love the Virgin's Heart invade, 
How, like a Moth, the fimple Maid 
Still plays about the Flame! 
If ſoon ſhe be not made a Wife, 
Her Honour's ſing d, and then for Life, 
She's ----- what I dare not name. 
SONG 238. 
the Heart of a Man is depreſs with Cares, 
The Miſt zz diipell'd when a Woman appears 3 Lie 
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Like the Notes of a Fiddle, the ſweetly, ſwestly, 
| Rai::#the Spirits, and charms our Ears. 
Roſes and Lillies her Cheeks diſcloie, 

But her rips Lips are more {weet than thoſc: 
Feels her. 
Care's her, 


With Bliffes, 


Her Kitles 
Diſſol ve us in Pleaſure, and ſoft Repoſe. 
SONG 239. 


FF! you at an Office ſollicite your Due, 
And would not have Matters neglected; 
| You maſt cuicken the Clerk with the Perguifite too, 
To u hat his Duty directed. 
Or would vou the Frou ne of a Lady prevent, 
| She too has this Palpable Failing, 
Tic Perauifite ſoftens her into Conient ; 
That Reatun witli all is prevailing, 
SONG 240. 
; FF you my wand” ring Heart would find, 
| That Heart you fay is like the Wind, 
Wrich varies here, and wanders there, 
To every Nymph that's kind and tair ; 
Ibs if you this Heart would find, 
| Turn to your own inconftant Mind ; 
I* e ert wanders, tis to be 
In wand ring conſtantly with thee. 
How can it jettle when vou fly, 
And uz this faithful Votary ? 
A Nymph that's fair, it oft doth find, 
But nzver ret the Nymph that's kind, 
It zou would ix Us wand ring Heart, 
. 1 it with vour's, twill ne er depart: 
t in the Pangs of Death will prove, 
It v ander d but to fix your Love. 
SONG 24r. 
1 LL go to my Love where he lie; in the Deep, 
And in my Embraces my Dea reſt ſhall ſleep; 
When we wake the kind Dolphins tage ether ſhall throng, 


Like And in Chariots of Shell: Br draw us along. 
R 2 Ide 
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The Orient hath Pearls, which the Ocean beftowr, 
All mixed with Coral, a Crown to compo: ; 
Tho the Sea- Nymphs do ſp:te us, and envy our Bliſt, 
We will teach them to love and the Cocklus to kits; 
For my Love lies now in his wat ry Grave, 
And hath nothing to ſhew for his Tomb but + Ware: 
IU kits his dear Lips, than the Cora! more red 
That grows where he hes in his wat'ry Bed. 

Ah, ah, ah! my Love's dead; 

There was not a Beil, 
But a Triton's Shell, 
To ring, to ring, out his Knell. 
SONG 242. 

IF Truth can fix thy wav' ring Heart, 

Let Damon urge his Claim, 
He feels the Faſſion, void of Art, 

The pure and conftant Flame. 
Though ſighing Swains their Torments tell, 

Their ſenſual Love condemn ; 
They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 

But ſlight the inward Gem. 

But flight, &c. 
Poſſeſſion cures the wounded Heart, 

Deftroys the tranſient Fire; 
But when the Mind receives the Dart, 

Enjoyment wets defire. 
Your Charms each laviſh Senſe controul, 

A Tyrant's ſhort-liv'd Reign : 
But milder Reaſon rules the Soul; 


Nor Time can break the Chain. 
By Age your Beauties will decay, . 
Your Mind improves with Years ; I L 
As when the Bloſſoras fade away, 4 
The rip' ning Fruit appears. Nic 
May Heav'n and Sylvia grant my Su: r, P. 
And bleſ, each future Hour; Ile 
That Damon who can taſte the Fruit, E. 
May gather ev'ry Flower 14 
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1 


( 197 ) 
SONG 243. 
*. range around the hady Bowers, 
And gather all the fu oete tt Flowers; 
Tu trip the Garden and the Grove, 
To make a Garland for my Love. 


When in the ſultry Heat ct Day, 

Ms thirty Nymph daes ponting lay, 

Ti ballen to the Fountamn's Brink, 

Ard drein the Stream that ihe may drizkx. 

2 Nt gh when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 
y Bed ll make my Love, 

— with green Boughs 1 Il form a Shace, 

That nothing may her Reſt invade. 

Anz whiltt diſolv'd in Steep the lies, 

Milt ſhall never cicſe theſe Eyes ; 

But gazing ſtill with fond Delight, 

Ill v.atch my Cha: mer all the Night. 

And then as toon as chearful Day 

Diipc!s the gioomy Shades away, 

Forth to the Forett 1 Il repair, 

And £ni Previſion for my Fair. 

Taus w:2] 1 ſpend tie Day and Nięlit 

St! d i Pleaſare with Delight ; 

Regare Urtz 10 thing I endure, 

$9 | can Eale for Ber procure, 

But if the Maid, whom thus I ve, 

Sheu'd e'er unkind and faithle(: prove, 

III fcek fome diſmal diſtant Shore, 

Aud never think of Woman more. 


SONG 244. 
PLL gil upon the Deg-ftar, 

And then purſue the Morning; 
Ii chaſe the Moon till it be Neon, 
E make her leave her Horning. 
Tl climb the froſty Mountain, FE 0 

Ard there Ill coin the Weather: 1 
l tear the Rain- bow from the Sky, 
A's de both Fas _ 
3 


( 198 ). 
The Stars pluck from their Orbs tos, 
nd croud them in my Budget ; 
And whether I'm a — Boy, 
Let. Greſham College judge it. 
White I mount you blue Cœlum, 
To ſhun the Tempting Gipſies; 
Ploy at Foot-ball with Sun and Moon, 
And tright ye with Ecliples. 
SONG 245. 
I Like the am' rors Vouth that's free 
His Faſſion t declare; 
Fer vie'ruus Importunity ne er fails, 
Ne er taiis to win the Fair. 
Neve Cup'd fears but Fools; the Boy 
Hurts none who valiant prove : 
| He's Su cetnet all, and gentle Joy 
Te theſe v.hno're ſkill'd in Love. 
Tien love, wy Dear, and fince Life's Prime 
i {witty es away 
I.:“. oy tie Forelock ſetze old Time, 
Aud revel whi.ſt we may. 
SONG 226. 


'LL ng ycu a Song was never in Print, 
"Tis new:y ani truly come out of the Mint, 


And 11] tell you betore-hand you'll find Nothing in. | 


Tol, lol, &c. f 
e 'Tis Nothing I think, "tis Nothing I write, 
**T is nothing | court, tis nothing 1 Night, 
And I don't care a Pin if I get nothing by t. ] 
Tol, to), &c, 


Fire, Air, Earth, and Water, Birds, Beaſts, Fiſh and 
1 Did tart out of nothing, a Chaos, a Den, [Mez, 
1 And ail Things muſt turn to nothing again. 

1 Tol, tol, &c. 

|| The Lad that makes Le ve to a delicate Smooththing, 
Aud hopes to obtain her by fighing and ſoothing, 
 Mcki frequen.ly nakcs much ado about nothing. 

Tol, tel, &c, 
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( 199 ) 
But ſoon as his Patience and Purſe is decay'd, 
He may to the Arms of a Whore be betray d, 
For ſhe that is nothing muſt needs be a Maid. 
Tol, tol, &c. 
'Tis nothing makes many Things often-times hit; 
As when Fools amongſt wiſe Men do filently fit, 
The Fool that ſays nothing may pals for a Wit. 
Tol, tol, &c. 
When firſt by the Ears, we together did fall, 
Ti.en Something got nothing, and nothing gut All, 
From nothing we came, and to nothing we fall, 
Tol, tol, &c. 
If any Man tax me with Weakneſs of Wit, 
And tays, that on nothing I nothing have writ, 
I ſhall anſwer, Ex nihilo nihil fit. 
Tol, tol, &c. 


But let his Diſcretion be never ſo tall, 


This very Word nothing may give him a Fall, 


For in writing of nothing I comprehend All. 
Tol, tol, &c. 
So let ev ry Man give the is Due, 
For then twas with him, as tis now with you, 
He wrote it when that he had nothing to do. 
Tol, tol, &c. 
This very Word nothing, if took the right Way, 
May be ot Advantage; for what will you ſay, 
When the Landlord he tells you there's nothing to pay ? 
Tol, tol, &c. 
SONG 247. 
FLL tell thee, Dick, where I have been, 
Where I the rareſt Things have ſeen; 
Oh Things without Compare ! 
Such Sights again cannot be found 
In any Place on Engliſh Ground, 
Be it at Wake or Fair. 
At Chairing-Crofs, hard by the Way, 
Where we (thou know ſt) do ſell our Hay, 
There is a Houſe with Stairs; 
And there did 1 ſee coming down 
Such Folk as are not in our Town, | 


Vorty at leaſt in Pairs, Among 
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Among the reſt one peſt'lent fine 
(His Beard no bigger though than thine) 
Walk*d on before reſt: 
Our Landlord looks like nothing to him: 
The King (Cod bleſs him) *twould undo lum, 
Should he go fill fo dreſt. 
At Couric a Pack, without all Doubt, 
He ſhould have tuft been taken out, 
By all the Maids 1'th* Town : 
Though luſty Roger there þa4 been, 
Or little George u on the Green, 
Or Vincent of the Crown, 
But wot you what ? The Youth was going 
Jo make an End of all his Wooing; 
The Parfon for him ftaid : 
Yet by his Leave (for all his Haſte) 
He did not ſo much with all paſt, 
(Perchance) as did the Maid, 


The Maid --- and thereby hangs a Tale 
For ſuch a Maid no Whitſon Ale 
Conld ever yet produce : 
No Grape that's kindly ripe cou'd be 
So round, fo plump, fo ſoft as ſhe, 
Nor halt to full of Juice, 

Her Finger was fo fmall, the Ring 
Would not ftay on which they did bring, 
It was too wide a Peck : 

Ard to ſay Truth (tor out it muſt) 
It Icok'd like the great Collar (juſt) 
About our young Colt's Neck, 


Her Feet beneath her Petticoat, 
Like little Mice ftole in and out, 
As if they tear d the Light, 
Put ch! ſhe dances fuch a Way 
No Sun upon an Eafter-Day 
I: hail ſo fine a Sight, 
He would have kiſs' d her once or twice, 
But ſhe would nor, ſhe was ſo nice, 
Me WOUG nc: dot in Sight: 
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Ard then ſhe looks as who ſhould ſay, 
| will do what I Iiſt to Day; 
| And you ſhall do't at Night. 


Her cheeks fo rare a White was on, 
No Daſie makes Compariſon, 

(Who ſees them is undone) 
For Streaks of red were mingled there, 
Such as are on a Cath'rine Pear, 

(The Side that's next the Sun) 


Her Lips were red; and one was thin, 1 
Compar'd to that was next her Chin, 1 
(Some Bee had ftung it newly :) 

But (Dick) her Eyes fo guard her Face, 
durſt no more upon them gaze, 
Than on the Sun in July. 
Her Mouth ſo ſmall, when ſhe does ſpeak, 
Thou' ſt ſwear her Teeth her Words did break, 
That they might Paſſage get : 
But ſhe ſo handled ſtill the Matter, 
They came as good as ours, or better, 
And have not ſpent a whit. 
If wiſhing ſhould be any Sin, 
The Prieſt himſelf had guilty been, 
She look' d that Day fo purely: 
And did the Youth ſo oft the Feat, 
At Night, as ſame did in Conceit, 
It would have ſpoil'd him ſurely. 
]:* in the Nick the Cook knock d thrice, 
ard all the Waiters in a Trice 
His Summons did obey ; 
Exch Serving-man with Diſh in Hand, 
March'd boldly up, like our Train d-Band, 
Preiented and away. 
When all the Meat was on the Table, 


J 


elan of Knife or Teeth was able, 
To ftay to be intreated ? 
Ard this the very Reaſon was, 
before the Parſon could ſy Grace, 
The Company was leated. 


(202) 
The Buſineſe of the Kitchen's great, 
For it is fit that Men ſhould eat, 
Nor was it there denw'd: 
Paſſion oh me! how I run on! 
There's that that would be thonght upon, 
(I trew) beſides the Bride. | 


Now Hats fly off, and Youths carcuſe, 
Healths firſt go round, and then the Houſe, 
The Bride's came thick and thick; 
And when twas nam'd another's Health, 
Perhaps he made it hers by Stealth, 
And who could help it, Dick ? 
O thꝰ ſudden up they rife and dance; 
Then fit again, and figh and glance: 
Then dance again and kiſs: 
Thus ſeveral Ways the Time did paſs, 
Till ev'ry Woman with'd her Place. 
And ev ry Man wish d his. 
By this Trae all were ſtol'n aſide, 
To council and undreſs the Bride: 
But that he muſt not know: 
But yet twas thought he gueſs'd her Mind, 
And did not mean to ſtay behind 
Above an Hour or ſo. 


When in he came (Dick) there ſhe lay, 

Like new-fal'n Snow melting away, 
(*'Twas Time, I trow, to part) 

K:ſTes were now the only Stay, 

Which ſcen the gave, as who would fay, 
Good B'ye ! with all my Heart. 

But, juſt as Heav*n would have to croſs it, 

In came the Bride-Maids with thu Poliet, 
The Bridegroom eat in Spite: 

Fer had he left the Women telt, 

It would have coſt two Hours to do't, 
Which were too much that Night, 

At length the Candle's out, and new, 

ul that they bad not done they do: 
What that is, who can tell? 


But 1 b 
Then t 
v 


NA 
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The V. 
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Aut | believe it was no more 
Then thou and I have done before 
With Bridget and with Nell. 
SONG - 
I April, when Primroſe: paint the ſweet Plain, 
And Summer approaciung rejoiceth the Swain ; 
The Yellow-hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go 
To ulld and deepGlens, where theHawthorn- trees grow. 
There under the Shade of an old ſacred Thorn, 
vieh Freedom he ſung his Loves Ev mag and Morn ; 
He ſang with fo ſaft and inchanting a Bound, 
That Sylvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 
The Shepherd thus ſung, tho young Maia be fair, 
Her Beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud Air; 
Bu Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could fing ; 
Her Breath like the Breezes perfum d in the Spring. 
That Madie in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 
Like the Moon was uncunſtant, and never ſpoke Truth: 
But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd and free, 
And fair as the Goddeſs who ſprung from the Sea. 
That Mamma's fine Daughter, with all her great Dow r, 
Wz aukwarely airy, and frequently fow'r. 
Then fighing, he wiſted, would Parents agree, 
Tac witty ſweet Suſie his Miftreſs might be. 
SONG 249. 
TY Beauty or Wit, 
No Mortal as yet, 
To queſtion your Empire has dar d; 
But Men of Difcerning, 
Have thought that, in Learning, 
To yield to a Lady was hard. 
Impertinent Schools, 
With muſty dull Rules, 
Have Reading to Ladies deny d; 
So Papiſts refule 
The Bible to uſe, 
Leſt Flocks ſhould be wiſe as their Guide. 
"Twas a Woman at firſt, | 
(Indeed ſhe was curſt) 


la Kaowledge that taſted Delight; And 


( 204 ) ou! 

And Sages agree Se 

The Law ſhuuid decree, Paſh 

To the firſt Poſſeſſors the Right. A; 
Then bravely, fair Dame, 

Renew the old Claim, Who 

That to the whole Sex does belong, T 

And let Man receive, Anot 

From a ſecond bright Eve, A 

The Knowledge of Right and of Wrong, Occa 

But as the firſt Eve 10 

And 

By 

Whe 

Al 

I tur 

Ar 

And 

By 

And 
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Hard Doom did receive, 
When only an Apple had ſhe; 
What a Punithment now, 
Muſt be found out for you, 
Who have taſted, and robb'd the whole Tree? 
SONG 250. 
JN good King Charles's golden Days, 
When Loyalty had no harm in't, 
A zealous High Church Man I was, 
And ſo I got Preferment : 
To teach my Flock I never miſt, 
Kings are by God appointed ; 


And thoſe are damn'd that do reſiſt, Th'! 

1 And touch the Lord's Anointed. Ar 
And this is Law I will maintain, To th 

Until my dying Day, Sir, W. 

That whatſoever King ſhall reign, For b 

I will be Vicar of Bray, Sir. : Ir 

When Royal James obtain d the Throne, And ( 
And Pop'ry came in Faſhion, Un 


The Penal Laws I hooted down, 
And read the Declaration : | 

The Church of Rome I found would fit 
Full well my Conſtitution ; 

And had become a Jeſuit, 


But for the lution. [Y 
And thas is Law, &c. A: 
When William was our King declared, Her H 
To eaſe the Nation's Grievance ; Bot 


With this new Wind about I ſteex d, 
And ſwore to bim Allegiance ; 


( 205 ) 
Old Principles I did revoke, 
Set Conſcience at a Diſtance ; 
Pafſive-Obedience was a Joke, 
And Piſh for Non-Retftance., 
And this is Law, &c. 
When Gracious Anne aſcends the Throne, 
The Church of England's Glory ; 
Another Face of Thangs was ſeen, 
And I became a Tory: 
Occaſional- Conformiſts baſe, 
| damn'd their Moderation, 
And thought the Church in Danger was, 
By ſuch Prevarication, 
And this is Law, &c. 
When George in Pudding-t me came o'er, 
And Moderate-Men look'd big, Sir, 
I turn'd Cat-in-Pan once more, 
And then became a Whig, Sir; 
And ſo Perferment I procur'd 
By our new Faith's Defender; 
And always every Day abjur d 
The Pope and the Pretender, 
And this is Law, &c 
Th Illuſtrious Houſe of Hanover, 
And Proteſtant Succeſſion, 
To theſe I do Allegiance ſwear, 
While they can keep Poſſeſſion; 
For by my Faith and Loyalty 
I n-ver more will faulter, 
na George my lawful King ſhall be, 
Until the Times fhall alter. 


And this is Law I will maintain, 
Until my dying Day, Sir, 
Ti.at whatſoever King ſhall reign, 
| will be Vicar of Bray, Sir. 
SONG 251. 
I fvite of Love, at length I find 
a dliſtreſs that will pleaſe we, 
er Humour free and unconfin d, 


Toth Night and Day ſhe Il eaſe me; 
8 
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No jealons Thoughts diſturb my Mind, 
Tho' ſhe's enjoy d by all Mankind; 
Then drink and never ſpare it, | 
"Is a Bottle of good Claret. 
If vou, thro” all her naked Charms 
Her little Mouth diſcover, 
Then take her bluſhing to your Arms, 
And uie her like a Lever; 
Such Liquor ſhe'll diſtil from thence, ] 
As will tranſport your raviſh'd Senſe ; | 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
"Tis a Bottle of good Claret. 
But beſt of all | ſhe has no Tongue, 


Subrniſſive ſhe oteys me; [ 
She's truly better old than young, 

And ftill to imiling fways me; 1 
Her Skin is ſmooth, Complexion black, ] 
And has a moſt delicious Smack ; 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, E 


"Tis a Bottle of good Claret. 
If you her Excellence would taſte, p 
Be ſure you uſe her kind, Sir 3 
your Hands about her Waiſt, Y 
And raiſe her up behind, Sir ; E 
As for her Bottom never doubt, 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 
Then drink and never fpare it, 
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Whoocing here, whooing there, 
Here a Whoo, there a Whoo, every-where 3 Whos. 
We defy all Care, &c. 
When the Summer Fleeces heap, 
Watching late and early, 
Then 1 ſheer my Father's Sheep, 


Bacing here, bacing there, 

Here a Bae, there a Bae, every- where a Bac. 
We defy all Care, &c. 

In the Morning, ere twas light, 
In the Morning early 3 


O! how free from Care, &c. 


re the Light came from above, 
in the Morning early ; 

Taere I met with my true Love, 
There I met him «arly : 

Waning here, weoing there, 

Here a Woo, there a Woo, every-where a Woo. 
O! how fice from Care, &. 


In the Morn at Six o Clock, 
in the Morning early, 

There I fed our Turky-Cock, 
There I fed bim early : 

Cou, cou, goble, goble, goble, 

Here a Cou, there a Cou, every-where a Cou. 
O! how tree from Care, &c. 

la the Morning rear the Fens, 
In the Morning early, 

Tnere I feed my Father's Hens, 
There I feed them early ; 

Cackle here, cackle there, 

Hate a Cack, there a Cack, every-where 2 Cack. 
Le tree trom Care, &c. 


D 3 
- 


In the Morning v 
In the Morning 
I my Father's Du 
In the Mornin 
Quacking here, q 
Here a Quack, th 
O! how free fi 
In the Morning | 
In the Morning 
There I feed my 
There I feed t 
Grunting here, g. 
Here a Grunt, the 
O! how free f 


Is a pleaſant C 


I Seek not at once 

The Form of 2 
Let the Girl that | 
That tho the dece 
Be her Perſon not 
Let her Temper be 
By Folly, IIl- natu 
Nor indebted to pa 
May her Tongue, t 
Fe employ'd to del 
Let her not be too 
For Prudes I deſpiſ 
May her Humour t 
Not affeRecly wiſe 
Go find our the Fa 
And I'll love her f 


'OVE » hen be 
With wond ro 
Forgot the Care © 
And felt at lat 
And felt at aft 
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Morning with good Speed, 
e Morning early, 
ther's Ducks do feed, 
e Morning early : 
1 
Mack, t a Quack, -where 2 
ow free from — Ec. 
Morning fair and fine, 
e Morning early, 

feed my Father's Swine, 
+ I feed them early: 
here, grunting there, 
zrunt, there a Grunt, every-whore a Grunt, 
ow free from Care and Strife, 
leafant Country Lite. 

SONG 253. 

not at once in a Female to find 
Form of à Venus with Pallas's Mind; 
Girl that I love have but Prudence in view, 
>* ſhe deceive, I may ſtill think her true; 
erſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean, 
Temper be cloudleſs and open her Mien; 
„ Nll-nature nor Vanity led, 
bted to paint for white or for red. 


Tongue, that dread Weapon in moſt of be sa: 


yd to delight us, and not to perplex ; 

not be tao bold, nor frown a Jeſt, 

les I deſpiſe, and Coquets I deteſt : 

Humour the Taſte of the Company hit, 

tecly wiſe, nor too pert with her Wit. 

out the Fair, that is farm'd on my Plan, 

love her for ever---I mean, it I can. 
SONG 254 

hen ke ſaw my Fanny's Face, 

1 wond rous Paſſion mov'd, 

te Care of human Race, 

felt at laſt he lov'd, 

felt at laſt he low d. 
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Then to the God of foft Defire, 
His Suit he thus addreſt: 
1 Fanny love, with mutual Fire 
O touch her tender Breaft, 
I Fanny love, with mutual Fire 
© touch her tender Breaft, 
Your Sighs are hopeleſs, Cupid cries, 
I lov'd the Maid before. 
What rival! me the Pow'r replies, 
Whom Gods and Men adore. 
He graip'd the Bolt, he ſhook the Springs, 
Of his imperial Throne ; 
While Cupid wav'd his ruſy Wings, 
And in a Breath was gone, 
While Cupid, &c. 
O'er Earth and Seas the Godhead flew, 
But fill no Shelter found; 
Fur as he fled his Danger grew, 
And Light ning flaſh'd around, 
And Light ning, &c. 
At laſt his trembling Fear impe!s 
His Flight, to Fanny's Eyes; 
Where happy, ſafe, and pleas'd he dwells, 
Nor minds his native Skies. 
Where kappy, &c. 
SONG x55. 
JY my triumphant Chariot hurl'd 
Fl range around the World: 
Tu I mad Tom drive all before me, 
While to my royal Throne I come ; 
Bow down, my Slaves, and adure me, 
Your Sovereign Lord, mad Tom. 
What, though the Sceptre that I ber, 
E all but Dreams and Air? 
I've the Pleaſure of Crowns, 
Without the Care. 
And tho I give Law 
From Beds of Straw, 
And arefe'd in a tattes'd Robe; 
A Madman can be 
More a Monarch than he 
That commands the Vailal Globe, 


* 


/ 
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SONG 236. 
FM a Hole, tho too narrow when firſt I am try'd, 
Yet the Thing I was made tur can tfr2tch me o 
wide: 
Tho' at the firſt Entrance perhaps I may teaze ye, 
Sc on after | commonly prove tor to plcale ye. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 
I'm long in my Shape, ard my Depth can't be found, 
But when I'm ftretch d pen, my Form is more tours 
Tho' I'm nothing but Muuth, yet no Tecth can yu 
find, | 
I am chiefly before, tho' I'm ſemetimes behind. 
Derry down, &c. 
And az for ray Colour, if e er you have ſeen, 
he whimiical Coat of the Stage Harlequin; 
It's witite and its red, and it's black and its brown, 
Not a Colour on that but on me may be found. 
Derry down, &c. 
Some whimſical Foo's, who quite bare choſe to havent, 
A Ac in thr Favour, petition'd there might be: 
T v.n tie K--g and the State took me into their Cue, 
And declar'd with ene Voice they weuld chooſe me un 
Ear, 
Derry down, &c. 
E was form'd in an inſtant, but was not compleat ; 
T..ere Wu ſometn ng full wanting they found out wt 
vet: 
Ten the h embers roſe up, all like Creatures be witch l. 
And cv, it's worth nothing, if tis not well ſtitch “ 
Derry down, &c, 
Tu modeſt Folks Ears I would give no Offence 3 
Tho" the Meaning is double, you may draw from hen: 
You may think what you will, but my Song's not & 
ſcene, 
For tis nuught but a Button-Hole, troth that I meas. 
Derry down, &c. 
SONG 257. 
I N the pleaſant Month of May, 
Whes the merry, merry Birds began to ſing, 
And the Nloſſoms treth and gay | 
U. aer“ in the welcome Spring; Whet 
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When the long cold Winter's gone, 
And the bright enticing Moon, 
In the Evening ſweetly thone : 
When the benny Men and Maids tript it on the Crafs ; 
At a jolly Ccuntry Fair, 
When the Nymphs in their bet appear; 
W- »:{olv'd to be free, with a Fiddle and a She. 
Eery Shepherd and his Lais. 
In th- miedle of the Sport, 
When the Fiddle went briſk, and the Glaſs went 
round, 
And the pretty gay Nymphs fiem C: urt, 
W:th their merry Feet beat the Gruund ; 
Little Cupid arm'd unſeen, 
With a Bow and Dart ftole in, 
With a conqu' rirg Air and Mien, 
And empty d his Shaft thro' the Nymphs and Swains ; 
Ev'ry Shepherd and his Mate 
Soon ielt the'r pleaſing Fate, 
And longing to try in Enjoyment to die, 
Love re'yn'd o'er all the Plains. 
Now the ſighting Swains gave o er, 
And the weary'd Nymphs could dance no more; 
There were other Thoughts that mov d 
Ev'ry pretty kind Pair that lov d: 
In the Woods the Shepherds lay, 
Ard mourn'd the Time way, 
And the Nymphsz as well as they, 
Long'd to taſte what it is that their Senſes cloy: ; 
Till at laſt by Conſent of Eyes, 
Cy'ry Swain with his pretty Nymph flies, 
E:'ry buxom She retires with her He, 
To act Love's ſolid Joys. 
SONG 258. 
IX Tyburn Road a Man there liv d, 
A 1. and honeſt Life, 
And there he might have lived ſtill, 
If ſo had pleas d his Wife. 
But ſhe, to vicious Ways inclin d, 
A Life moſt wicked led, 
With Taylors and with Tinkers too, 
Sh: oft defil's his Bed, Nun 
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If that no Saint was he. 
This vex'd lis Wife unto the Heart, 
She was of Wrath fo tull, 0 
1 hat finding no Hole in his Cœat, Þ 
She peck'd one in his Skull. 


Full twice a-day to Church he went, Ge 
And fo devout would be, ( 
Sure never was a Saint on Earth, An 
| | 


But then her Heart gan to relent, W. 
And griev'd ſhe was full fore, Of 
That Quarter to him for to give, ( 
She cut him into four, If 
All in the dark and dead of Night, A 
Thcle Quacters the convey d, 
And in a Ditch at Marybune, By 
His Marrow-bones ſhe laid. To 
His Head at Weſtminſter ſhe threw | 
All in the Thames fo wide; If 
Says the, my Dear, the Wind ſets fair, Gi 
And you may have the Tide. 
But Hcav'n, whuſe Pow'r no Limit knows, Hr, 
On Earth, or on the Main, Ce: 
Soon caus d his Head for to be thrown, 
Upon the Land again. I 
This Head being found, the Juſtices Fro 
Their Heads together laid, 4 
And all agreed there muſt have been Ext 
Some Bedy to this Head. But 
But fince no Body could be found, , 
High mounted on a Shelf, 95 
They e'en ſet up this Head to be In 
A Witneſs for itſelf. * 
Next, that it no Self- murder was, The 
The Cale itſelf explains, F 


Fer no Man could cut off his Head, 
And throw it in the Thames. 


E'er many Days had gone and paſt, | I 
The Deed at length was known, . 

And Kach rine ſhe confeſs d at laſt, * 
The Fact to be her owns 6 
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G:4 proſper long our noble King, 
Our Lives and Safeties ail, 

And grant that we may take Advice 
By Kath'rine Haxs's Fall. 

SONG 289. 

JN vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt, 
That I, inconſtant, have poſſeſt, 
And lov'd a fairer She: 

Weu'd you with Eaſe at once be cur'd 

Of ail the Iils you Fave long endur'd, 
Conſult your Glaſs and me. 

If then you think, that I can find 

A Nymrh more fair, or one more kind, 
You've Reaſon for your Fears : 

But if impartial you will prove 

To yeur cwn Beauty, and my Love, 
How needleſs are your Terr: ! 

If in my Way I fheu'd, ty Chance, 

Give cr receive a wantcn Glance, 

I kke but while I view: 

How Night the Glance, how faint the Eu, 

Ccmear'd to that ſubſtanti«! Bli's, 
Which I receive from ycu 

Wrh w:nton Flight the curious Bee, 

From Flow'r to Flower ſtiil wanders free, 
And where each Plciſ.m blows, 

Extracts the Juice from all he meets; 

But for his Quinteſſence of Sweets, 
He raviſhes the Roſe, 

So I, my Fancy to employ, 

In each Variety of Joy, 

From Nymph to Nymph do roam: 

Perhaps fee fifty in a Day; 

They're all but Viſits which 1 pay 
Fer Chloe's ſtill my own. 


SONG 260. 
IN Winter when the Rain rain d cauld, 
And Froſt and Snaw on ilka Hill, 
And Borcas, with his Blaſts ſae t auld, 
Was threat ning a' our Ky to kill: Ira 
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Then Bell my Wife, waa loves nae St:ite, 


She faid ro me richt haittly, 
Cet up, Gr-cdrran, ſ:ve C:omie's Life, 
And tauk vour auid Cicak about ye. 
Mu Cromie 1s an uſeful Cew, 
Ard the i« cerae cf a gece Kyre 3 
At has ſhe wet the Bairn s Vicu. 
And 1 am laith thet the ſho vld tyre 5 
Get up, Ceodman, it is fou Time, 
1 he Sun ſhines in the Lift e hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious End, 
Co tauk your auld Cloak about you. 


My Cicak was anes a gocd gray Cloak, 
When it was Frting tor my Wear ; 
Fot now it's {cantly worth a Gro tt 
Fer I kave worn t ti.. m_— Yea ; 


Ler's per! tne Cear mat we here ven, 


We !itr'e ken the Div we'l. die: 
hen Ii! be proud, fence 1 hive fora 
* have a nzw Chek atcut mo 


In Days when cur Neg Rebert tang, 


Ee Trew:” le, colt but hakt a Crown 5 


He {aid thy were a Great er cear, 


Ani wind the Ta er The. and Loon. 


Ee vas the Ning that a Crown, 
Ard ci ut! e Man of tar in Degre ©; 
* Privie pu's a' he Country down, 
Sue tell thy auld Cook abcut thee, 
Every Lin Log s zia Laurh, 
IK Kr! ef Corn it has its Hoo! 
I th:5k the W. rid © is a“ run wran”, 
hen. _ Vite her Man wid tue; 
* 5 K. d, Jeet, and E. 1b, 
2 de! are girded pallentiz, 
M] be 'S fit hu Akin ot the Ale; 
I:j have a new Cicak about me. 
Goodman, 1 wate *tis thirty Years, 
Since we lid ane anither ken; 
And we hte had between us twa, 


CF Logs and bonny Latles ten 


Thea! 
. 
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Now they ate Women grown and Men, 
| with and pray wall may they be; 

An if you prove a good Huiband, 

E en tak your auid Cloak about ye. 
.I. my Wite, fac loves na Strife ; 

But Me wad gude wee, If ſhe can, 
Ar to mamntaty an eaſy Life, 

| aft maun yield, though 1'm Cocdman 
Yonght's to be won at Woman's Hand, 

Ualeꝶ you give her a* the Plea ; 

Thea I'll leave at where I began, 

Ars tak my ad Cloak about me. 

SONG 286. 
N :onter Thun their wons a May, 

dnak and pertyte as can be ony, 
denne imp, lac ganp, fac gay, 

de copernoyte, and fac bonny : 
dre has deen won'd and loo'd by Many, 

But ſhe was very ill to win 
$%e wadna hae him except he were bonny : 

T:o' he were ne'er face ncble a-kin. 
tier 6enn;nefs has been foreſeen 

In ika Town both tar and near, 

And when ſhe kirns her minny's Kirn 

She rubs her Face till it grows clear; 
But when her minny ſhe did percei ve 

Sic great :niack amang the Butter, 
Name fa' that filthy Face of thine, 

Ti criſu that gars vour grunzie glitter, 
There's Dunxyſon, Davyſon, Robie Carniel, 
The Lafs with the Petricoat dances right well, 
Sing Stidrum, Stouth / um, Suthrom, Stony, 
Ann ve dance ony mair, we ſe tell meſs Johny. 

SONG 2562. 
ous met with Jenny fair 

Aft by the Dawning of the Day; 
lat Jockie new is fu* of Care, 

Since Jenny ftaw his Heart amay: 


Altho* 
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Altho' the promis d to be true, 

She proven has, alake! unking, 
Which gars poor Jockie aften rue, 

That e'er he loo'd a fickle Mind. 
And it's o'er the Hills and far away, 

It's ver the Hillb and far away, 

It's Ger the Hills and for away, 
The Wind has blawn my Plaid away, 
Now Jockie was a bonny Lad, 

cer was bern in Scotland fair; 
But now, poor Man, he's een gane wood, 

Since Jennv has gart him Deſpair. . 
Young Jocky was a Piper's So1 

And tell in Love when he was young; 
But a' the Springe that he chuld play, 

Was oer the ilills and far away, 
And it's o'er the Fii!s, &c. 
Fie ſung-- M hen firt my ſenny's Face 
I faw, the ſerm d fo fu' of Grace, 
With meikle Joy my Heart was fill'd, 
That's now, alas with Sorrow kill'd ; 
u! was fie but as true as fair, 
ad put an End to my Deſpair. 
Intesd of that, the is unkind, 
And wavers like the Winte: Wind, 

And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 
Ah! could ſhe find the diſmal Wae, 
That tor her Sake I undergae, 
She couina chute but grant Relief, 
But put an End to a“ my Guet 
But oh! the is as fauſe as fair, 
Which cauſes 2* my Sighs and Care; 
But te triumphs in proud Difdain, 
And kes a Pleafure in my Pain. 

Ard i: cer the Hills, &c. 
Hard was my; Hap to ta“ in Love 
With are that does tae faithleſs prove, 
Hard was my Fate to court a Maid, 


That has my conſtant Heart betra J: 
A thou 


- 
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A thouſun4 Times to me ſhe ſware, 
She wou d be true for evermair; 
But to m. Grief, alake! 1 fay, 
She ſtaw my Heart, and ran away. 
And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 
Since that ſhe will nae Pity take, 
| mun gae wander for her Sake, 
And in ilk Wood and gloomy Grove, 
Fl fighing ſing, adieu to Love; 
Since the is fauſe whom I adore, 
I'll never truſt a Woman more; 
Fra 2 their Charms I'll flze away, 
And on my Pipe I'll ſweetly play, 
O'er the Hills and Dales, and far away, 
Out o'er the Hills, and far away, 
O::t o'er the Hills, and far away, 
The Wind has blawn my Plaid away. 
SONG 26;. 
1 ſaid to Jeany, Jeany, wilt thou do't ? 
Ne'er a fit, quo” Jeany, for my Tocher -good, 
For my Tocher-good, I winna marry thee, 
Tens ye like, quo Johnny, ye may let be. 
ha Coud and Gear, I ha' Land enough, 
| ha' ſeven good Ow ſen ganging in a Pleugh, 
Canging in a Pleugh, and linking o'er the Lee, 
And gin ye u inna take me, I can let ye be. 
I ha' a good Ha'-Houſe, a Barn and a Brer, 
A Stack afore the Door, I'll make a rantin Fire; 
make a rantin Fire, and merry ſhall we be, 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 
Jean ſaid to Jockie, g'n ye winna tell, 
Ye thall be the Lad, I'il be the Laſs my fell. 
Ye're a bonny Lad, and I'm a Laſſie free, 
Ve'te welcomer to take me, than to let me be. 
SONG 2564. 
kie was a dou dy Lad, 
And Jemmie ſwarth and tawny : 
They my Heart no Captive made, 
Fer that was Prize to Sawnte, 
1 Je: 
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| ke wres, and fighs and Tues, 
And Jemmie offers Money; 
Vere! 1 tce they both love me, 
Eat I love only Sau nie. 

J-ckie high his Voice can raiſe, 
And Jeramie tunes the Viol; 
But when Sawme pipes ſweet Lays, 

%1; Heart kens no Denial. 
One, he fings, and t'other's Strings, 
Tho' ſweet, yet only teaze me: 
Suynie's Flute can only do't, 
And pipe a Tune to pleaſe me. 
SONG 265. 
u Mortals, fill your Glaſſes, 

J Noble Deeds are done by Wine ; 
Scern the Nymph and all her Graces, 
Who'd for Love or Beauty pine ? 
Lock within the Bowl that's flowing, 

And a thouſand Charms you'll nnd, 
M-re than Phillis has, tho* going 
In a Moment to be kind, 


Alexander hated Thinking, 
Drank about at Council-board : 

He ſubdu'd the World by Drinking, 
More than by his conqu' ring Sword. 

SONG 264. 

722 Roger, Twangdillo of Plowden-Hill, 
In Cheſt had two Thouſand good Pound, 

Fat Oxen and Sheep, and a Barn well fill'd, 
And a hundred good Acres of Ground; 


Which made ev'ry Maiden with Maidenhead laden, 


And Widows tho' juſt ſet free, 
To wrangle and fret, and pump up their Wit 
To train to the Net, Twangdillo, T 
Twangdee. 


be £rf that brake Ice was a Laſs that had been 


Fern et a good Houſe, but decay d; 


1 Gown was new dy'd, and her Nightrail clean, 
And io ſing and talk French had been bred ; 


Th 
He: 


bet | 
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She'd dance Northern Nancy, 
Talk, Parlez vous Francois? 

That Hodge might her Brecding ſee ; 

She'd roll her black Eye, 

Breathe ſhort with a Sigh, | 
Whene'er ſhe came nigh, 'Iwangdillo, Twang, &c. 
The next was a Sempſtreſs of Stature low, 

That fancy'd ſhe wanted a Male ; 
Her Hair as black as an autumn Sloe, 
And hard as a Coach- Horſe's Tail: 

She'd ogle and wheedle, 

And prick with her Needle; 

What d'pe lack ? what d'ye buy? cry'd ſhe 
But now her briſk Tone 
Is chang'd to a Groan, 

Ah pity my Moan, Twangdillo, Twang, &c. 

A muſty old Chambermaid, lean and tall, 

The next as a Suitor appears 
Wich a Tongue loud and ſhrill, but no Teeth at 2, 
For Time had drawn them many Years ; 

Caſt Gowns, and ſuch Lumber, 

Old Smocks without Number, 

She tragg'd ſhould her Dowry be: 

Forty Pair of lac'd Shoes, 

Ribbons Green, Red, and Blues ; 

But all wou d not nooſe, Twangdillo, &c. 

The next was a Laſ: of a Popith Strain, 

That Jeſuit Whims had been taught; 
She bragg'd they ſhould ſoon have King J---$ Again, 
Tho” her Spouſe was late hang d for the Plot; 

The French wou'd come over, 

And land here at Dover, 

And all as they wiſh d would be; 

The Jacubite Jade 

Ta'k'd as if the was mad, 

In hopes to have had, Twangdillo, Twang, &c. 

A Vintner's fat Widow then ſtraight was view d, 

Whoſe Cuckold had pick d up ſome Pelf ; 
— half his Neighbours with Wine he d 
x * 
Au lately had poiſon's himſelf, With 
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With Bumpers of Claret, 
No Scule paying for it, 
bed Roger's Companion be; 
Strike Fiſt on the Nad, 
Hurza was the Word, 
Cee kiſs me, ador' d, Twangdillo, Twang, &c, 
Eat Roger refcly'd not to be her Man, 
nd fo gave a Looſe to the next, 
Thc Niece of a canting blear ey d Non-con, 
Tat ſtifiy ceu d canvaſs a Text: 
A Dame of Cheapfide too, 
Wou'd faia be his Bride too, 
And make him of London free ; 
Put no Laſs weu'd de wn, 
In Country or Town, 
do P: rie-prond was grown, T wargdillo, &c, 
1 at laſt pretty Nancy, a Farmer's Joy, 
That newly a rulkirg had been 
Revrd-fac'd, cherry-check'd, with a ſmirking Exe, 
Came tripping it cver the Green ; 
She mov d like a Goddeſs, 
A: d in her lac'd Bodice 
A Span the cou d hardly be; 
Fe Lips were plump grown, 
And ber Hair a dark Brown ; 
Tas the that breught down, Twangdillo, &c, 
SONG 267, 


.joF to great Cæſar, 
Lung Life, Love and Pleaſure, 
'Tis a Health that divine is, 
Fill your Claſs full as mine is: 
Let none fear a Fever, 
Put take it off thus, Boys; 
Let the King live for ever, 
'Tis no Matter for us, Boys. 
Try all the Loyal, 
De:y all, give Den al, 
gute rene thirks his Claſs tco bz tee, 
Nor any Prig near, 


Or ſacaking Whig here 


ti. . 


| 
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0f Cripple Tony's Crew, 

That new looks blue, 

His Heart ates too, 

The Tap vicn't do, 

His Zeal fo true, 

And Projects new, 
II Fate does new purſue. 

Let Tories guard the King, 

Let Whigs in Halter ſwing, 

Let Pik and Shute be ſhammm'd; 

Lt bugg'ting Oates be damn' d; 

Let cheating Play'rs be nick d, 

The Turn-coat Scribe be kick 'd, 

Let Rebel City Dones 

Neſer beget their Sons, 

Let every Whizgith Peer 

That rapes a Lady fair, 

Ad leaves his only Dear 

The Sheets to gnaw and tear, 

Be puniſh'd out of Hand, 

And forc'd to pawn his Land, 

T attone the grand Affair. 

Great Charles, like Jehovah, 

Spares Fees would unking him, 

An! warms wich Lis Graces 

The Vipers that fing him. 
Tul crown'd with juſt Anger 
The Rebel he ſeizes ; 
Taus Heaven can thunder 
Whenever it pleaſes. 

Then to the Duke fill fill up the Clafs, 

The Son of our Martyr, belov d of the King: 
Envy'd and lov'd, 

Yet blefs'd from above, 

Secur'd by an Ange! ſafe under his Wing. 
Faction and Folly, 

And State Melancholy, 

With Tony in Whigland for ever ſnall dwell ; 
Let Wit, Wine, and Beauty, 
Then teach us our Duty, 

For none c er can love, or be wiſe, and rebel. 


T 3 SONG 
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Lb to the Bridegroom ! fill the Sky 
With pleafing Sounds of welcome ey: 
Jy to the Bride, may laftirg Bliſs, 

And every Day ſtill prove like this. 
Never were Marriage Joys Divine, 

Dt where two conſtant Hearts combine; 
I that proves falſe, himſelf duth cheat, 
L'ke fick Men taſtes, but cannot cat, 
What is a Maidenhead ? ah what? 

Or which weak Feck ſo often prate ? 
'Tis the young Virgin's Pride and Naſt, 
Yet never was found but when twas loſt, 
Fi me a Glaſs then to the Brink, 

£.:d its Contuficn here I'll drink; 

Ard he that baulks the Health I nam'd, 
Mey he die young, and then be blam d. 


SONG 2509. 


FS there a Charm, ye Pow'rs above, 
To caſe a wounded Breaſt ? 

Ihro' Reaſen's Glaſs to look at Love, 
To wnh and yet to reſt. 

Let W.ſdem boaft, tis all in vain, 
An Empire o'er the Mind; _.. 

"Tis Beauty, Beauty holds the Chain, 
And triumphs o'er Mankind. 

Thrice happy Birds, who on the Spray 
Unartful Notes prolong : 

Yuur feather'd Mates reward the Lay, 
And yield to pcw'rful Song. 

By Nature fierce without controul, 
The human ſavage ran; 

Tul Verſe refin'd the ftubborn Soul, 
nd civilized the Man. 

Verſe turns afide the Tyrant's rage, 
And cheers the drooping Slave 3 

It wins a Smile from hoary Age, 
And diſappoints the Grave, 
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The Force of Numbers muſt ſucceed, 
And ſooth each other Ear; 
Tho' my fond Cauſe ſhould Phebus plead, 
Fe'll find a Daphne here. 


Did Heav'n ſuch wond'rous Gifts produce. 
To curſe our wretched Race ; 
Say, muſt we all the Heart accuſe, 
And yet approve the Face ? 
Thus in the Sun, tedrop'd with Gold, 
The baſking Adder lies; 
The Swain admires each ſhining Fold, 
Is charm'd, is ſtung, and dies, 
SONG 270 
JTinerants we are, and merrily agree, 
There's ne er a Club, around the Globe, more happy 
are and free; 
Antiquity's our Boaſt, of mighty ancient Fame, 
Nor Beurbon nor Naſſau from longer Date can claim. 
Antiquity's our Buaſt, &c. 
Our Founder, great Adam, in Eden's bliſsful Bowers, 
Itinerant he was, ſo ſooth'd the paſſing Hours; 
From him the ab Origine, none can our Title b 
Then let all due Reſpects be paid-- Itinerant's the Name. bo 
Frem him the ab Origine, &c. 
And Travelling is good, as learned Doctors tell us, 
It operceth the Lungs, which are the human Bellows, 
It cauſes good Digeſtion, and that's the Cauſe ot Health, 
And Health's the Sauce of Life, without it what is 
Wealth ? 
t cauſes good Digeſtion, &c. 
On Saturdays we meet, when down the Weſtern Hill, 
The bluſhing God frem I ketis takes a handſome Sv ill; 
We follow his Example, tho' do a little differ ; 
He topes the briny Ocean, but we tope better Liquor. 
We follow his Example, &c. 
Our Principle is Monarchy, no other Schemes advance; 
nd Lge that the Regublie will never lead the 
«off 


That Hydra-headed Monfter, whoſe rigid iron Claws, 


Whene'er they faſten on us, the vital Crimſon draws. 
That Hydra- headed Monſter, &. We 


4 


7 
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We drink the Church and King, the Queen and Row 
Line, 
Old England and old Trade, that they may ever ſhine ; 
And then the cloſing Health comes on, with very dec 
Pride, 
And ſo we drink our Miſtreſſes, our Wives, and Fire 
fide. | 
And then the clofing Health, &c. 
The Wine, in Moderation, thus cordially we take, 
Exhilerate our F rie naſhip, and farther Friendihips make, 
The Scythe-God is delighted when we together come, 
To hear our Songs, and Mirth and Joys, all echo row 
the Room. 
The Scythe-God, &c. 
Sic itur ad Aſtra, our Motto's very good, 
Thus mounting to the Stars we wou — be underſtood ; 
For there the jocund Orbs immenſely travel round, 
And infinite Itinerants moſt beauritul are found. 
For there the jocund Orbs, &c. 


SONG 27. 
K1nd Heav'n no Peace to the Perjur d allows, 

In Fate's gloomy Book keeps account of all Vom; 
And Jove that does view both the falſe and the true, 
Knows who kept their Promiſe, and who deceiv'd v 
Will ſwear by the Skies, and Gany -mede's Eyes, 

No Woman that mingles Affection with Art, 

And here in the Farce of the World plays a Part, 

Shall ever hereafter, ſhall ever hereafter, 

Shall ever hereafter break a fond Heart, 

Shall ever hereafter break a fond Heart. 

SONG 272. 
LV ſweet, now do not frown, 
Nor in Anger call me Clown ; 

For your Servant Joan may prove 

Like yourſelf, as deep in Love; 

And as abſolute a Bit, 

Man's ſweet liquorifh Tooth to fit. 
The Smock alone the Difference 
Cauſe your's ws fpun of finer Flax, ** 


; 


+ 
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What avails the Name of Madam ? 
Came not all from Father Adam? 
Where does one exceed the other? 0 
Was not Eve our common Mother? 
Then what odds twixt you and Jcan ? 
Truly in my Judgment, none. 
The Smock, &c. 
Ladies are bit Bicod and Bone, 
Skin and Sinews; fo is Joan 
Jean's a Piece for a Man to bore 
With his Whimble ; you're no more. 
When what odds, &c. 
It is not your flaunting Tires 
Are the Cauſe of Men's Defires ; 
They re cther Darts which Luft purſue, 
Thoſe Joan has as wel as you. 
Then, &c. 
What care we for glorious Lights, 
Women are uſed in the Nights, 
And in the Night, in Women-kind, 
Kings and Clowns like Sport do find. 
Then, &c. 
Where there's two in Bed together, 
There's not a Pin to chuſe twixt eit her: 
Both have Eyes, and both have Lips; 
Both have Thighs, and both have Hips. 
Then, &c. 
When ycur Hands put out the Candle, 
And you at laſt begin to handle, 
Then you go abcut to do, 
What you ſhould be done unto, 
Then, &c, 
Who can but in Conſcience fav, 
Tie, fie, for Shame away, away, 
Putting Finger in the Eye, 
Till zou have a freſh Supply. 
&c 
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Adies, tho' to your conquering Eyes 
L Love owes his chiefeſt Victoties, 


-» 


— — 
— 
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And borrows thoſe bright Arms from you, 

With which he does the World ſubdue : 

Yet you yourſelves are not above 

The Empire, nor the Griefs, of Love. 
Then wrack not Lovers with Diſdain, 

Leſt Love on you revenge their Pain ; 

You are not free becauſe y are Fair, 

The Boy did not his Mother ſpare. 

Beauty's but an offenſive Dart; 

It is no Armour for the Heart. 


SONG 274. 
Lies, why doth Love torment you ? 
Cannot I your Grief remove ? 
Is there none that can content ya 
With the ſweet Delights of Love ? 


O no, no, no, no; O nf, no, NO, NO, da, B, 


no, no, 
Beauty in perfect Meaſure, 
Hath the Love and With of all: 
Dear, then ſhall I wait the Pleaſure 
That commands my Heart and all? 
O no, &c. 
If I grieve, and you can eaſe me, 
Will you be fo fiercely bent: 
Having wherewithal to pleaſe me, 
Muft I ſtill be diſcontent ? 
O no, &c. 
If I am your faithful Servant, 
And my Love does ſtill remain, 
Will you think it ill deſerved, 
To be favour'd for my Pain ? 
O no, &c. 
If I ſhould then but crave a Favour, 
Which your Lips invite me to 
Will you think it ill Behaviour, 
Thus to fteal a Kuis or two? 
© no, &c, 
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!1-amazing Beauty's Wonder, 
May 1 preſume your Breaſt to touch ? 
Or to feel a little under, 
Will you think I do too much? 
O no, &c. 
Once more, Faireft, let me 
Now my With is fully ruby * 
If all Night I would lie by ye, 
Shall I be refus'd your Bed? 
O no, &c. 
SONG 275. 
LAST Sunday at St. James's Pray ra, 
The Prince and Princeſs by, 
I. dreis'd in all my Whale-bone Airs, 
Sat in a Cloſet nigh. 
I bow'd my Knezs, I held my Book, 
Read all the Aniwers oer; 
But was prevented by a Look, 
Which pierc'd me from the Door. 
High Thoughts of Heav'n I came to uſe, 
With the devouteſt Care, 
Which gay young Strephon made me loie, 
And all the Raptures there. 

He went tv hand me to my Chair, 
And bow'd with courtly Grace 3 
Br whiiper'd Love into mine Ear, 
Too warm for that grave Place. 

Love, Love, ſaid he, by all ador'd, 
My tender Heart has won: 

But I, grown peeviſh at the Word, 
Defir'd he might be gone, 

He went quite out of Sight, whale I 
A kinder Anſwer meant ; 

Nor did I for my Sins, that Day, 
By half ſo much repent. 


SONG 276. 
JAY by your Pleading, 
' The Law hes a 


all your Studies down, and throw away your 
Reading ; Small 
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Small Power the Word has, Ir 


And doth afford us, D 
Not half ſo many Privileges as the Sword does; & This 
It foſters our Maſters, | T 
It plaiſters Diſaſters, 11 
And makes the Servants, quickly greater than the: | Tha 
It ventures, it eaters, [ Matte; | B 
It circles, it centres, 0 
And ſets a Prentice free from his Indentures, Wo. 
This takes up all Things, T 
And ſets up ima!l Things; * 
This maſters Money, tho Money maſters all Thing, Whe 
* It's not in Seaſon T, 
To talk cf Reaſon, „ N 
Or count it Loyalty, when the Sword will hare : T 
This conquers a Crown too, Trum | The 
The Cloak and the Gown too; Hath 


This ſets up a Preſbyter, and this doth pull him dow Thu 


This ſubtile Deceiver, [tos; 
Turn d Bonnet into Beaver, LE 
Down drops a PFiſhop, and up ſteps a Weaver. : 
It's this makes a Lavman And 
To preach and to pray Man 
And this made a Lord of him, which was befur: 

For from this dull Pit, [ Drazma: FT: 
| Of Saxbey's full Pit, Tha; 
| This brought a holy lronmonger to the Pulpit: 

No Goſpel can guide it, Ani 


No Law can decide it, 
No Church cr State can debate it, 


Till the Sword hath ſanctify d it; fed 
Such pitiful Things be * 
Happier than Kings be ; 

This 1 the Heraldry of Thimbleſby =i Mak 
Down goes the Law-trix, Sling 


For from this Matrix 5 1 
Sprung holy Hewſon's Power tumbl' 
Ir batter'd the Gun-kirk (Patricks; | 3 
So did it the Dum-kirk, 
That he is fled ; and gone to the Devil in Dunk: LF 
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In Scotland this Watter 
Did work tuch Difatter, 
This * wy the M: oNney back for w hich they ſold their 
This frizhted the Flemming, { Mafter : 
And _ him to beic: ming, 
* That he never dotli think of his loſt Lands redeeming. 
But he that can tower, 
Over him that bis lower, 
Would be counted but a Fool to give away his Power 
Take Books and rent them, 
Who would invent them, 
L When as the Sword replies, Negatur Argumentum ; 
The grand College Butlers 
Mu# vail to the Sutlers, 
There's not a Library like to the Cutlers ; 
* | The Blood that is ſpilt, Sir, 


Hlath gain d all the Guilt, Sir, [Sire 
mw Thus have you ſeen me run the Sword up to the Hilt, 
15 SONG 277. 


ET us revel and roar, let us revel and roar, 
The whole World is our Store, 
And the Gods they will add to our Pleaſure 3 
While we wallow all N:ght, 
et In an unknown Delight, 
aa: Til Aurora diſcovers our Treaſure, 
T'4s we're free from all Care, thus we're free from all 
From Taxes and War, [ Care, 
Aa ..c know not the Name of dull Sorrow; 
Ev'ry Purſe is our Prey, 
Which we fend in one Day, 
Arg ve never take Thought for the Morrow, 
Let us never repine, let us never repine, 
Briſk Women and Wine 
" Make the Br'ms of our Lives to flow over 
We'll leave the how and the what 


K To the politick Sor, 
«5; And the Whine to the Fool of a Lover. 
SONG 278, 


LEFT me wander not unſeen, 


By Hedge-rows, Elms, or Hillocks green; 
* U . Where 


* . 


* 
* 
* 
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Where th- Plowman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land; 


Where the Plowman, near at hand, 


Whuitles o'er the furtow d Land. 


There the Milkmaid, finging blithe, 

And the Mower whets his Scythe, 

And every Shepherd tells his Tale | 
Under the Hawthorn in the Dale ; | 
And every Shepherd tells his Tale 

Under the Hawthorn in the Dale. 


SONG 279. 


He. LET Rakes for Pleaſure range the Town, 
Or Miſers doat on golden Guineas, 
Let Plenty ſmile, or Fortune frown, 
The Sweets of Love are mine and Jenny's, * 
Mine and Jenny's, mine and Jenny's, | 
The Sweets of Love are mine and Jenny's. 
Se, Let wanton Maids indulge Defire, 
How ſoon the fleeting Pleaſure gone is 
The Joys of Virtue never tire, 
And ſuch ſhall fell be mane and Johnny's, 
Mine and Johnny's, &c. 
He. Together let us ſport and play, 
She. And live in Pleaſure where no Sin is: 
He. The Prieft ſhall tie the Knot To-day, ; 
She, And Wedlock's Bands make Johnny Jenny's, 
Johnny ſenny s, &c. 
Sbe. Together let us ſport and play, 
And live in Pleaſure where no Sin is: 
The Prieft — the Knot To-day, 
And Wedlock's Bands make Johnny Jenny 8, 
Johnny Jenny's, &c. 
He. Together let us, &c. 
He. Let roving Swains young Hearts invade, 
The Pleaſure ends in Shame and Folly ; 
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. So Lucy lov'd and lightly toy'd, 
And laugh's at hartaleſs Maids who marry, 
But now the finds her Shepherd cloy d, 
And chides too late her faichleſs Harry, 
Faithleſs Harry, &c. 
H. But we'll together, &c. 
Fe. By cooling Streams our Flocks we'll fecd, 
Ard leave Deceit fur Knaves and Ninnies ; 
Or fondiy tray where Love ſhall lead, 
And every Joy be mine and jenny s, 
Mine and Jenny's, &c. 
Se. Let Guilt the faithleſs Buſom freight, 
The conſtant Heart is always bonny ; 
Ccrtent and Peace, and ſweet Delght, 
And Love {all live with me and Johaay, 
Me and Johnny, &. 
Ee. Together then we'll ſport, &c. 
SONG 280. 
L* Kindred and Friends, ſweet Betty, 
Leave Kindred and Friends for me; 
Aſared thy Servant is teddy, 
To Love, to Honour, and thee. 
Tt: Grfty of Nature and Fortune, 
May fly by Chance, as they came 
They're Grounds the Deſtinies ſport ca, 
But Virtue is ever the ſome, 
Atko' my Fancy were roving, 
Thy Charms ſo hear 'n!y appear, 
That ether Beauties ditproving, 
I'd worſhip thee onlv, my Dear. 
Az thou'd Lite's Sorrow emitter 
zur Licaſue we promis's our Loves, 
To ſkare them t-pether is fitter, 
Tian moan gaiunder, like Doves. 
Oh! were I but unce to bleſſed. 
To graſp mv Love ,n wv Arm: ! 
By thee to be eraſp'd! ard killed 
And live on thy Heaven of Chaurrs ! 


1 2 


- 
PR 
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I'd laugh at Fortune“ Capricer, 1 
Should Fertune capric io provc ; ' All V' 
Tho' Death ſhould tear me to Pieces, 3 
I'd die a Martyr to Love. | ! 
SONG 281. c Tri 
LET a Set ef ſober Aſſes 3 

Nail againſt the Joys of Drinking. 
While Water, Tea, Wie 
And Wilk agree, * 

To ſet Cd Brains a thinking: 

Power and Wealth, l 

Beauty, He:!'l:, 9 
Wit and Mirth, in Wine are crown'd; 

Joys abound, 

Plecfire's found, LF 
Only where the Glaſs goes round, i 1 
The ancient Scets on Happineſs, * 

All dicfer d in Opinion, | 
Bur wiſer Rules | | 
Of modern Schools, N 

In Wine fix her Dominion: 

Power and Wealth, &c. 

Wine gives the Lover Vigour, | * 

Makes glow the Cheeks of Beauty, The 

Makes Poets write, a 

And Soldiers fight, 

And Friendſhip do its Duty: | Shep 

Power and Wealth, &c. F 
Wine was the only Helicon, Joy 

Whence Pcets are long-liv'd fo ; 

a "Twas no other Main, 


Than briſk Champaigne, 
Whence Venus was deriv'd tcog 
Pcwer and Wealth, &e. 
When Heav'n in Pandora's Box 
All kind of Ill had ſent us, 
In a merry Mood, 
A Bottle of Good 
Was cork'd up, to content us: 
Power and Wealth, &c, 


« 


„ — * 
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Al Virtues Wine is Nuric to, 
Of ev'ry Vice Deſt;+ ver 3 
Gives Dullards Wit, 
Makes juſt the Cn, 
Truth forces from the Lawrer : 
Power and Weaith, &c. 
| Wine ſets our Joys a flowing, 
Our Care and Sorrow drowning, 
Who rails at the Bow], 
I a Turk in's Soul, 
And a Chriſtian ne er ſhou'd own him: 


py Lg 3 „ 


Power and Wealth, &c. i 3 4 
SONG 282. | | 
LET Ambition fire thy Mind, 


\ Thou wer't born o'er Men to reign ; 
> Not to follow Flock: deſign d, 
© Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 
Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 
Thou on Neck of Kings ſhalt tread ; 
Joys in Circles, Joys ſhall meet. N. 
Which Way e er thy Fancy lead. ** 
Let not Toil of Empire fright, 
Tous of Empire Pleaſure are; 
Theu ſhalt only know Delight, 
All the Joy, but not the Care, 
Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the Prize, 
For the Bleſſing I beſtow ; | 
Jovful I'll aſcend the Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 
SONG 283. 
LET Begging no longer be taunted, 
If honeſt and free from Offence ; 
Were each Man to beg what he wanted, 


* 


— 4 


rare Churchmen might beg for more Grace, 
Young Soldiers for Courage might call ; 

And many that beg for a Penſion or Place, 
Might beg for ſome Merit withal. Ef = 


k U 3 - $O0NG 


How many would Beggars commence |! \ | 
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SONG 284. 
LET Burgundy flow, 
Let the Glaſs run o'er, let the Glaſs run o' er, hen 
To cure all cur Woe, b 
Let the Glais run er the Brim; 
Though Anna is gone, 
Think of ker no more, think of her no more, Ben, | 
Great George now comes on, | 
Tcaft away vour Bumpers to lum: | 
Tho' the Feuds are fo big, 
"'Twaxt the Tory and Whig, 
That the Miſchicts purſuing prov'd almoſt our Ruin; 
Like a Prophet 1 know, 
"Twill be no more ſo, 
We've: a King will unite now both High Church ws 
Low. 
And now your Hand's in, 
Fill it up again, fill it up again, Boys, 
To all theſe brave Men, 
Who their Hate to Lorrain bear ſtrong, 
Who, frantick with Pride, 
idly durſt defend the Pretender; 
And if m not wide, | 
Will be ſure to pay for't e're Jong, 
Now a Glafs let us have 
To the Catalans brave, 
Who held out with Glory, not equal'd in Story: 
For not Cæſar in Gaul, 
Nor the great Hannibal, 
E'er equal d their Chief with a Number ſo ſmall, 
SONG 285. 
LET ſug in Smiles be ever ſeen, 
And kind as when our Loves begun, 
And be my Paſtures ever green, 
And new Crops ſpring when Harveſt's cone : 


My Cattle thrive, and till be fat, 
And I my Wiſh ſhall find in that. 
O let my Table furniſh'd be 
With good fat Beef and Bacon too, 
And nappy Ale be ever free 
To Strangers that do come and go. My 


=» ˙¹ 
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My Yards with Poultry and with Swire 
Well gor d, and eke my Ponds with Fiſh, 
My Barns well cramm'd with Hay and Grain, 
And I ſhall have my Wiſh in this, 


Let me in Peace and Quiet live, 
Free from all Diſcontent and Strity ; 
Ard know from whom I all receive, 
And lead a hcmely harmleſs Life. 
Be neat in home- ſpun Cloathing clad ; 
And ſtill to add to all my Bliss, 
My Chileren train 1'the Fear of God: 
And this is all on Earth I wiſh. 
SONG 286. 
1 ET Matters of State 
Diſquiet the Great, 
The Cobler has nought to perplex him 3 
H'bas nought but his Wite, 
To rutfle his Life, 
And her he can ftrap if the vex him. 
He's cut of the Power 
Or Fortune that Whore, 
Since, ku as he can be, the has thruſt him: 
From Duns he's ſecure, 
Fur being ſo poor, 
There's nune to be found that will truſt him. 
SONG 2387. 
LET the daring Adventurers be toſs d on the Main, 
And ter Rickes no Danger decline 
Tho with Hazard the Spoils of both Indies they gain, 
They can bring us no Treaſure like Wine ; 
Tho' with Hazard, &c. 
Endugh of ſuch Wealth would a Beggamenrich, 
And tupply great Wants in a King: 
Two! fracoth off the Grief of a comfortleſs Wretch, 
And inſpire weepiry Captives to fing : 
'Twould fmooth, &c. 

There's none that groans under a burthenſome Life, 
If this ſovereign Balſam he gains, : 
This will make a Man bear all the Plagues of a Wife, 

And of Rags and Diſeaſes and Chains ; 
This will make, &c. Ir 
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It fwells all hie Veins with a kind purple Flood, 
And puts Love and great Thoughts in the Mind; 
There's no Peaſaat fo rank, but it fills with good Blood, 
And to Gallantry make: him inclin'd: 
There's no Peaſant, &c, 
There's nothing our Hearts with ſuch Joy can bewitch, 
For on Earth tis a Pow'r that's — 
Without it we're wretched, tho” never fo rich; 
Nor is any Man poor that has Wine: 
Without it, &c. 
SONG 298. 
LET the dreadful Engines cf eternal Will, 
The Thunder roar, and crooked Lightning kill, 
My Rage 1s hot, is hot, is hot as theirs, as fatal, too, 
And dare: as horrid, and dares as horrid, horrid Execu- 
tion do, 
Or let the frozen North its Rancour ſhow, 
Within my Breaſt far, far greater Tempeſts grow, 
Dcipair's more cold, more cold than all the Winds can 
Can nothing, can nothing warm me, [ blow, 
Can nothing, can nothing warm me, 
yes, yes, yes, ves, Lucinda's Eyes ; 
yes, yes, yas, yes, yes, yes, Lucinda's Eyes ; 
yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, Lucinda's Eyes, 
there, there, there, there, there, Ætna 
there, there, there, there, there, Veſuvio lies, 
Tofurniſh Hell with Flames, that mounting, mounting, 
reach the Skies, 
Can nothing, can nothing warm me, 
Can nothing, can nothing warm me ? 
yes, yes, yes, yes, Lucinda's Eyes, 
yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, Lucinda's Eyes, 
yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, Lucinda's Eyes, 
Ye Pow'rs I did but uſe her Name, 
And ſee how all the Meteors flame; 
Blue Lightning flaſhes round the Court of Sol, 
And now the Globe more fiercely burns. 
Than once at Phaeton's Fall. 


Ah, ah, where, where are now, 
Where are now thoſe flow 'ry Groves, 
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Where Zepher' fragrant Winds did play; 
Ah, where are now, where are now, 
Where are now thoſe flow'ry Cruver, 
| Where Zepby: 's fr agrant Winds dia play 3 
Where 2114 ded by a Troop of Loves, 
The fair, the fair Lucinda Neeping Hy, 
There ſung the Nightingale and Lark, 
Around ue all wiz tweet aid gay, 
Wem er grew fad till it grew dark, 
Nor no* 11114 fear d but Mort ning Day. 
Ils. Igls, 1 glow, bu tis with Hate, 
Why muit 1 burn, why muſt I burn, 
Why mult I burn for this Tngrate ? 
Wu, why mutt I burn for this Ingrate ? 
Cucl, cool it then, cool it then, and rail, 
Since n9tu ns, nothing will prevail, / 
Wien a Woman Love pretencs, 
»Tis but till ihe gains her Ends, 
And tor better and for worſe, 
I fur Marrow of the Purſe; 
Where ſhe jilts you o'er ard oer, 
Proves a Slattern or a Whore, 
This Hour will tegze, will teaze and vex, 

id wiil cuckold you the next; 
They were all contriv'd in Spight, 
Ard to torment us, not delight, 
But to ſcold, tn ſcold, to ſcratch and bite, 
And not one of them proves right, 
But all, all are Witches, by this Light, 
And to I fairly bid 'em, and the World, good Night ; 
Good Night, good Night, gocd Night, 
Good Night, gold Night. 

SUNG 289. 
LET us drink and be merry, 
ce, joke, and rejoice, 

With Claret and Cherry, 

Theorbo and Voice; 
The changeable World 

To our Joys is unjuſt, 
All Treafure's uncertain, 


Then duwa with your Duſt : ; 
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+: Trolicks diſpoſe 

Your Pound:, Shilling, and Pence, 
Fur we ih! be nothing 

An ber ued Years hence, 
We'll kiſs and Le free 

With Moi, Betty, and Nelly, 
It Ovſter. and Lubfters, 

And Maid. bv the Belly: 
F:h Dinners wall make 

A Laſs fpring like a Fla, 
Dore Venus {Love's Gudect:) 

Was born ct the Sea: 
W:th Bacchus and with ker 

We'll uckle rie Senſe, 
For we ſhall be paſt it 

An hunere: Years hence. 
Your moſt beautiful Bit, 

That hath all Eves upon her, 
That her Honeſty tells 

Fer a Hautgcuſt of Honour ; 
Whoſe Lightneſs and Brightneis 

Doth ſhine in fuch Splendor, 
That none but the Stars 

Are thought fit to attend he: 
Th» now ſhe be pleaſant, 

An! ſweet to the Senſe, 
W..] be damnable mouldy 

An hundred Years hence. 
The Uſurer that 

In the Hundred takes Twenty, 
Vo wants in his Wealth, 

And pines in his Nienty 7 
Les up for a Scafen 

V. hich he thall ne'er fee, 
Thc Yea one 'Thouſand 

T:\.kLt Hundred and Three: 
H. Wit and his Wealth, 

His Learning, and Seaſe, 
Sha!! be all turned to nothing 
An ku:ircs Years hence. 


( 239 ) 
Your Chancery Lawyers, 
Whote Subtilty chrives, 
lu ſpinning out Suits 
To the Length of three Lives ; 
Such Suits whica the Clients 
Do wear out in Slavery, 
Whilit Pleader makes Conicience 
A Cloak for his Knav'ry : 
May boaſt of his Subtilty 
In the preſent Tenſe, 
But they'll be non eſt inventus 
An hundred Years hence. 
Then why ſhouid4 we turmoile 
In Cares and im Fears, 
Turn all our Tranquility 
To S:ghs and to 'Tears ? 
Let's eat, drink, and play, 
'Till the Worms do corrupt us, 
"Tis certain poſt mortem 
Nulla voluptas : 
Let's deal with our Damſels, 
That we may from thence, 
Have Brats to ſucceed us 
An hundred Years hence. 
SONG 290, 
LET's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis for us to think 
How the World is rul'd by Aſſes, 
And the Wiſe are ſway d by Chink. 


We are all as rich as Crœſus, 
Drink away, and drive off Care. 
Wine will make us freſh as Roſes, 
And our Sorrows quite forget ; 
Come let's fuddle all our Noſes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of Debt. 
When grim Death is looking for us, 
We're carouſing o er our Bowle, 
hhechus joining in the Chorus, 
Cries, Death be gone, here's none but Souls, 


Code 
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God-like Bacchus thus cc mnianding, 
Trembling Death away hall Aly, 
Excr after underſtandir 8. 
Drinking Souls can never die. 
SONG 29h, 
* E 1: ch equer'd- -- Toi! and Pleaſure 
Fill up 41! the various Meaſure ; 
Sec the Crew in Flannel Jerkias, 
Drinking, toping Flip by Firkins; 
And as they raiſe the Tip 
To their trappy Lip, ; 
On the Deck is heard no other Sound, 
But prithge jack, prithee Dick, 
Prithee Sam, prithee Tom, 
Let the Can go round, 
CHORUS, 
T hen hark to the Buatſwain's Whiſtle, Whiſtle, 
Then hark to the Beattwain's Whiſtle, Whiſtle, Buftie, 
My Bo „ let us fir, let us toil, LBuſtle: 
But }1-t 5 _ all the while, 
Fer Lav. the Price of our ſovs, 
For Lavovr's, &c. 
Late ih chequer d- -L. and Plcaſure 
Till 1p all the various N eaſtte: 
Hark the Cre with Sun-burnt Faces 
Chenting Blac l. % . tan's Graces ; 
An as thev r::t their Notes 
Th: then ruzy "Threats, 
On the Deck, 
Life chequer'd:- -T. il and Pleaſure 
F. :p all the various Meaſure: 
Hark the C:. vv their Cares diſcarding, 
With Hu! cap, -r with Chuck-farthing 2 
Steil in merry Pin, 
Let em loſe or un, 
On the Deck, &&. 
SUNG 292, 
Inco found Damon lying 
in Tears upon the lain; 
And hugbing at his crying, 


Encreas'd pour Damon's Pain. c 
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Cries Damon, Mortal, fly me, 

Or oy the Pow'r vine, 
C:tes Linco, don t Cety mc, 

And thews a Fk of Wine. 
Ti;is---fovlith, pining Lover, 

Will teach thee how to ſtorm, 
Thy Caiety recover, 

Ani make the Maids grow warm; 
Come prithee, Damon, try it, 

'Tis fov'reign, prithee do; 
Damon cou'd not deny it, 

He drank. fall Bumpers too, 
Soon Damon felt rhe Liguor, 

His Cheeks grew roſy red; 
Then Linco fill'd out. quicker, 

'Twas out, they went to Bed. 
Next Morning Damon ſtraying, 

To breath the fragrant Air, 
He heard poor Delia praying 

A laſt and fervent Pray r. 
Yes, yes, I muſt implore him, 

Damon the kind, the true, 
Ye Gods, ſhe cry d, reſtore him, 

Elie Love and Lite adien. 
On Linco s Humour thinking, 

He ſprung into her A rms; 

And fir d with laſt Night's Drinking, 
Wou'd revel in her Charms. 
Tae Maids deep Crimſon bluſhing, 
Recln'd her Head, and ſigh d; 

Wnilſt eager Damon fluſhing, 
Love's ſtrongeſt Efferts try d: 
eh! whither am I flying! 
Her fault'ring Tongue expreſt 3 
Then claſping, painting, ſighing, 
They murmur'd all the reſt. 
SONG 293- 
LA what's come to my Mother 
That ev'ry Day more than other, 
My true Age ihe would ſmcther, 
Ang ia I'm not in on” 


* 


Th Sampl od — g 
o' my Sampler I have ſown through 
My Bib and Apron cutgrown too: ; 
My Baby quite away thrown too, 
wonder what tis ſhe means! 
When our John does ſqueeze my Hand, 
And calls me, Sugar- ſweet, 
My Breath almoſt fa:is me, | 
I kacw not what ails me, 
My Heart does ſo heave and fo beat. 


I have heard of Defizes 
From Giris who have been juſt of my Years, 
Love compar'd to Sweet Briars, 
That hurts, and yet does pleaſe, 
J Love finer than Money? 
Or can it be ſweeter than Honey? 
I'm, poor Girl, ſuch a Tony, 
Eſaith, that I cannot gueſs, 
But I'm fure Il watch more near, 
There's ſomething that Truth will ſhow ; 
For if Love has a Bleſſing, 
To pleaſe beyond Kiffing, 
Our Jane and the Butler do know. 


SONG 294. 
LCV bids me go, but Reaſon bids me ſtay: 
O! why muſt Love and Reaſon difagree ? 
Love racks my Soul, when Reaſon I obey ; 
If Love I follow, Reaton tortures me. 
Unhappy Wretch ! and muſt I then endure 
This changing Pain for ever in my Mind ? 
From this, or that, in va'n I ſeek a Cure: 
Ah! could Love fee! or was but Reaſon blind 
Lock down with Pity from your Thrones above, 
You Powers eternal | infinitely bleſt 
And from me take my Reaſon, or my Love, 
Or reconcile them both, and give me Reft, 
SONG 295. 
LE. a Bauble, 
No Man is able 
To fay, it is this, or tis that; 
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An idle Paſſion, 
Of ſuch a Faſhion, X 
'Tis like I cannot tell what, i 
Fair in the Cradle, 
Foul in the Saddle, 
Always too cold, or too hot; 
An arrant Lyar, 
Fed by Deſire, 
It is, ani yet it is not. 
Lore is a Fellow 
Clad all in yellow, 
The Canker-worm of the Mind; 
A privy M:ichief, 
And tach a fly Thief, 
No Man knows where him to find, 
Love is a Wender, 
"'T:5 here, and tis yerder, 
'Tis common to all Men, we know; 
A very Cheater, 
Ex ry one's Better; 
Then hang him, and let him go. 
SONG 296. 
OVT.'s a Dream of mighty Treaſure, 
Which in Fancy we poſſeſs ; 
In the Fully hes tbe Pleaſure, 
W:Uom always makes it leſs. 
When we think, by Paſſion heated, 
We a Goddeſs have in Chaſe, 
Like Ixiom we are cheated, 
And a gaudy Cioud embrace, 
Happy only is the Lover, 
Whom his Miſtreſs well deceives; 
Sec king nothing to diſcover, 
He contented lives at Eaſe. 
But the Wretch that wou d be knowing 
What the Fair-one wou' d diſguiſe, 
Labours for his own undoing, 
Changing happy, to be wiſe. 


X 2 SONG 
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SONG 297, 
Le, F OVE's an idle childiſh Paſſion, 
Only fit for Girls and Boys; 
Morrioage ies a cvrfed Fathion, 
W. nan are but fooliſh Toys. 
Spicht of all the tempting Evils, 
Seill thy Liberty maintain; 

Ten! 'm, tell the pretty vile, 
Man alone was made to ren, 
e. Empty BRcoſter! know thy Duty, 

Thou who dar'ſt my Yow'r dety ; 
Fee! the torce of Love and beauty, 
Tremble at my Feet and die. 


V. neren re dat; thy Cuirur leave thee ? 


Vis the 8 evan thy Brow ? 
Ly tte Kebel, Price, deceive thee ? 


Aſs ham, who's "ho Ricnarch now ! 


SONG 2 
OVE's a gen: le, Ken ro: s Faſſion, 
Source of all ſublime Det: hts 3 
Which, with mutual Irdlinaticm, 
Two fund Hearts in ons unites, 
What are Titles, P mp, er Richer, 
If compar d with tree Certent? 
I hot tale Joy v hich now bewitches, 
When c(b'ain'd we may repent, 
Law'eis Pafions brings Vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love, 
Is a gloricus Emula'i n 
Or the bliſstul State above. 
| SONG 20. 
I OVE never more ſhall fire me Pain, 
My Faacy's fix d on thee 
Nor ever TH d my Heart fliall gain, 
My Pegyv, if thou die. 
Thy Beauties did ſuch Pleaſure give, 
Thy Lover's ſo true to me: 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My Deary, if thou die. 
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If Fate mall tear thee from my Breaſt, 
How ſhall I lonely ftray ? 

In dreary Dreams the Night I'll waſte, 
In Sighs the filent Day. 

I ne'er can ſo much Virtue find, 
Nor ſuch Perfection fee : 

Then I'll renounce all Woman-kind, 
My Peggy, after thee. 

No new-blown Beauty fires my Heart 
With Cupid's raving Rage ; 

But thine, which can ſuch Sweets impart, 
Muſt all the World engage. 

Twas this that like the Morning Sun 
Cave Joy and Life to me; 

And when its deſtin d Day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. 


Ye Pow'rs that ſmile on virtuous Love, 
And in ſuch Pleaſure ſhare ; 
You who its faithful Flames approve, 
With Pity view the Fair. 
Reſtore m Peggy's wonted Charms, 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me; 
Oh! never take them from thoſe Arms; 
I'n loft, if Peggy die. 
SONG 300. 
Ake haſte and away, mine only Dear, 
Make haſte and away, away, 
For all at the Gate 
Your true Love does wait, 
And | prithee make no Delay. 
O how ſhall J ſteal away, my Love, 
O how ſhall I ftcal away ? 
My Daddy is near, 
And 1 dare not for fear, 
Pray come then another Day. 


O this is the only Day, my Love! 
© this is the only Day! 
Fl draw him afide, 
And throw the Gates wide, 
1 Ard then you may ſteal away. 
X 3 Then 
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Then prithee make no Delay, dear Bon, 
1 hen prithee make no Delay; 
We'll ferve him a Trick, 
Fur Fil tip in the Neck, 
Ind to my true Love away. 
O Cupid ' befriend this loving Pair, 
O Cup'd! befriend em I pray 
M. their Stratagem take, 
For thine own ſwert ſake, 
And Amen let all true Lot ers fav. 
SONG 361. 
MAY (Nan, Man) is for the Woman made, 
And the Won:an n.2d- tor Man; 
As the Spur is tor the Jade, 
As the Scabbaid tor the Blade, 
As mer Diggirg is the Spade, 
As for Lim 15 the Can, 
go Man Man, Man) is for the Weman mace, 
Ani the Woman made fer Man. 


| As the Scepter's to be ſway'd, 
et As for Night's the Serenade, 
As or Pu.iding is the Pan, 
Ard to cool us is the Fan, 
So Man (Man, Man) is for the Woman mace, 
And the Woman made for Man. 
Be ſhe Widow, Wiſe, or Maid, 
Be ſte wanton, be ſhe fay'd, 
Pe ſ:e well, or ill array d, 
Wnore, Baud, or Harridan, 
Yet Man (Man, Ran) is for the Woman made, 
And the Woman made for Man. | 

SONG 302. 
MAN may eſcape frem Rope and Cun, 
Nay, ft me have out-liv d the Doctor's Fill; 

h takes a Weman muſt be undone, 

Tat Faſiliſk is fore to kill: 
T he Fly that fixs Treacle is loſt in the Sweets, 

So he that tanes Woman, Woman, Woman, "DAL. 
So he tha t taſtes Werran Ruin meets, 
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SONG 303. 
A[armace, it ſeems, is for better, for worſe ; 
Some court it a Blefling, and others a Curſe ; 
The Cuckolds are bleſt, if the Proverb prove true, 
And then there's no doubt but in Heay'n there's not few 
O honeft rich Rogues, who ne er had got there, | 
It th-ir Wives had not ſent them thro* Trembling and 
Fear, a 
Seme Wemen are honeſt, tho' rare in a Wife, 
vet with Scolding andBrawting they Il ſhorten ycur Life; 
Yeu ne er can enjoy your Bottle and Friend, 
But your Wife, like an Imp, is at your Elbow's End: 
Crying Fic, you Sct, come, come, come, come: 
So theie are unhappy abroad and at home. 
We nnd the Batchelor liveth beſt; 
Tho' drunk or foter he takes his Reſt; 
He nes cr 15 troubled with Scoloing or Strife, 
(Ti tne b-ft can be ſaid of a very gocd Wife: 
But merrily Day and N:ght doe: tpend, 
Enjoy ing h.s Miſt:eſs, Eottic; and Friend. 
A Wcman out-wits us, uo what we can, 
Shell make 2 Fuol cr every wife Man; 
Old Mrrher Eve did the Serpent obey, 
Ard ha taught 4! ter Sex that aamnable Way 
Or chrati g and C: unity all Mankind, 
"Tv erc hette- of Aden had ſt: Il been blind. 
The pour Man that mar: ies thinks he docs well; 
Ip: Condition, for ſure he's in Hell; 
The Leo is a futting, and ſpe: ds all he gets, 
The Clild 13 a bawhng, the Wife daily frets ; 
Tlat Marrioge is yieafant we all muſt agree, 
Conſider it well, theie's none happier can be. 
SONO 304. 
I*aken Fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His DoOrine e deceiving; 
Fer whiiſt ne reaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our Living, 
To die's a Leſſon we ſhall know 
Teo lon, without a Maſter; 
Then only let us ſtudy now 
we may live the taſter, 
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To live's to love; to bleſs, be bleſt 
With mutual Inclination ; 
Share then my Ardour in your Breaſt, 
And kind:'y meet my Paſſion. 
Bui if thus bleſt, I may not live, 
And Pity you deny, 
To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
Tis 1 mult learn to die. 
SONG 30; 
M Fair, ye Swains, is gone aſtray, 
The little Wand rer loſt her Way, 
In gathering Flowers the other Day ; 
Poor Ohilits, poor Phillis, 
Poor lovely Phiihs. 
Ah lead her home, ye gentle Swain, 
Who knew an abſent Lover's Pains, 
And bring me ſafely o'er the Plains 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis, 
Conceive what Turments rack my Mind, 
And if you'll be fo juſt and kind, 
I'll give you certain Marks to find, 
My Phillis. 
When e'er a charming Form you ſee, 
Serenely Grave, ſedately Free, 
And mildly Gay, it muſt be ſhe; 
"Tis Phillis. 
Not boldly bare, or half undreſs' d, 
But under Cover lightly preſe d, 
In ſecret plays the little Breaſt 
: Of Phillis. 
When ſuch a bea nly Voice you hear, 
As makes you think a Dryade near, 
Ah, ſeize her, and bring home my Dear, 
"Tis Phillis. 
The Nymph whoſe Perſon's void of Art, 
Has ev'ry Grace in ev'ry Part, 
With murd' ring Eyes, yet harmleſs Heart, 
Is Philhs. 
Whoſe Teeth are like an iv'ry Row, 
Whoſe Skin is like the cleareſt Snow, 
Whoſe Face is like---nothing that 1 know, 
Is Phullis, 


An 
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dat re# my Soul, and bleſs your Fate, 
The Gods who form'd a Piece fo near, 
80 Juſt, Exact, — ſo compieat, 
As Ph | 
proud of their Hit, in ſuch a Flow'r, 
Which ſo ex:mplifes their Pow'r, 
Wili guard in ev*rv dangerous Hour, 
My Fhill:'s, 
SONG 306. 
MY Frierd and 1, we drank whole Pils-p2ts 
Full of Sack up to the Brim : 
I drank to my Friend, and he drank his Pot: 
So we began our drunken Whim : 
Thea Bottles and a Quart 
We (wallow*d down our Throat, 
(But hang ſuch puny Sips as theſe ;) 
We leid us all along, 
With our Months unto the Bung, 
And tipp d uh le Hogſheads off with Eaſe. 
I heard of a Fop that drank whole Tankaid-, 
Stil'd himſelf the Prince of Sots : 
Bat hang ſuch filly puny Drunkarda, 
Melt their Flaggons, break their Pots. 
My Friend and I did join 
Fur a Cellar full of Wine, 
And we drank the Vintner out of Door; 
We draak it all up 
In a Morning, at a Sup, 
And greedily rov'd about for racre. 


My Friend to me did make this Motion, 
Let us to the Vintage ſkip ; 
Then we embark'd upon the Ocean, 
Where we found a Spaniſn Ship, 
Deep laden with Wine, 
Which was ſuperſine; 
The Sailors {wore five hundred Ton: 
We drank it all at Sea, 
Ere we came unto the Kev, 


And the Merchant ſwore he was quite undone, 


My 
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My Friend, not having que: ch'd his Thick, 
Said, let us to the Vineva'ds haſte: 
Strait then we fail d to the Canaies, 
Which afforded juſt à tate: 
From thence unto the Rhine, 
Where we drun'z up al the Wine ; 
Till Bacchus cry'd, Hold y: Sots, or ye die! 
And ſwore he rever found, 
In his univertial Round, 
Such thirſty Souls as my Fr end and J. 
Out fie ! cries one, what a Peaſt le makes him, 
He can re:thec 2:14 nor go. 
Our yo: Beast, vou, you're much r::t2ken, 
When e er knew vcu a Reaſt drink fo ? 
"Tis hen we drink the 1-27, 
Thot ve orink meſt hea beat; 
But when ue caronſe it fix in Hand, 
'Tis then, and cwy then, 
That vwedrick the maſt lite Men, 
When we drick ti] we can neither go nor ſtand, 
SONGC 337. 
Y Lodging is on the c Ground, 
And very hard is my Fare; 
But that which troubles me moſt is, 
The Unkinirnefs of my Dear: 
Yet ſtill (cry, Oh! turn Love, 
And I prich e, Love turn to me; 
For thou art the Mia that I long for, 
Ard, alack ! what Remedy! 
Ii crown thee with a Garland of Straw then, 
And PII marry thec with a ruſh Ring; 
My frozen Hopes ſhall thaw then, 
And merrily we will fing: 
Oh turn to me, my dear Love, 
And I prithee, Love, turn to me; 
For thou art the Man that alone can'ft 
Procure my Liberty. 
But if thou wilt harden thy Heart ſtill, 
And be deaf to my pitiful Moan ; 
Then I muſt endure the Smart ſtill, 
Anl tumble in Straw all alone: 


Ye 
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Yet ſtill 1 cry, oh! turn, Love, 

And I prithee, Love, turn to me; 
For thou art the Man that alone art 

The Cauſe of my Mitery. 


SONG 308. 
MY Heart was fo free. 
It rov'd like the Bee, 
T. Polly my Paſhon requited ; 
| fipt each Flower, 
| chang'd every Hour, 
Pit here ev'ry Flower is united. 
Menu wiſely learn to meature 
Lite by the Extent of Joy, 
Life's a ſhort and fleeting Pleaſure : 
Then be gay, 
Whilſt you may, 
Ard your Hours with Mirth employ, 
Never let a Miſtreſs pain thee, 
Tho" ſhe meet you with a Frown, 
Fly to Wine, twill ſoon unchain thee ; 
Cheer thy Heart, 
Ard all thy Smart, 
In a iweet Oblivion drown. 


If Love's fiercer Flame ſkould ſeize thee, 
To ſome gentle Maid repair. 
She'll with ſoft Endearments eaſe thee, 
On her Breatt, 
Sink to Reſt, 
Eas'd of Love and free from Care, 
Friendſhip, Wine, and Love united, 
From all Ils defend the Mind, 
By them guarded and delighted, 
Happy State, 
Smile at Fate, 
And give Sorrow to the Wind. 
SONG 310. 
Mr Love is all Madneſs and Folly, 
Alone I he, 
Toſs, tumble, and cry, 
Ye : What 
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What a happy Creature is Polly ! 

Was e'cr luch a Vetch as 1! 

Wien Rage I redden like Scarlet, 

That my dear incourftant Vazlet, 

Stark blind to my Charms, 
Is leit in tae Arms 
Of that Jilt, that inveighling Harlct, 
Stark blind to my Charms, 
Is loſt in the Arms 
Or that Jilt, that inveighling Harlot, 
This, this my Rrientment alarms, 
SONG 311. 
MY Maſters give Ear, 
And a Story you'll hear 

Or a fine Raree-Show and a Garter ; 
Ne'er was ſeen ſuch a Sight, 

Since Tom Ihumb was a Knight, 

In the Days of cur ncble King Arthur, 
When King George was abroad, 
"Twas a Seaſon thought good, 

To ſhew us King Robin in Glery, 

With his "Squires in a Row, 

And his Knights two by two, 
All as gallant as Sir John Dory. 

E'en Baronets here 

Humble "Squires did appear, 

And Members were proud of the Station 
And who would not be fill 
For the Civil-Liſt Bill, 

T' have a Place in a ſham Coronation ? 
They all walk'd, for their Prince 
Did with Riding diſpenſe, f 

And with Bathing, a troubleſome Rite-a; 
For he knew twas in vain, 

They ne'er cou'd be waſh'd clean, 

Any more than a Black-a-moor whute-2. 
In the Abbey that = 
Men did all things but pray 

There was Ale, Wine, and Gin for the Rabble ; 


4 
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Sach Doings unclean 
In a Church ne'er was ſeen, 
Since the Nays that old Paul's was a Stable. 
in the Ifles, if you plcaſe, 
Y-u your Bodies might eaſe, / 
Bye Suft "ring at leaſt of your Betters, 
O Stanhope | halt thou | 
Been alive but till now, ö 
To have teen a Jakes made of St. Peter's, 
An dd Way they all took 
Thro" a bund c:voked Nook W 
In the Church, fur their Robes to be ſeen-a ; 
But then Scattolds kad they, 
To direct them the Way, 
Wiere tney ſeldom or never had been - a. 
After this, they all took 
An 44 Oath on the Book, 
In tue Days of old Popery known-a 3 
To be true all their Lives 
To all Women but Wives, 
To all Ladies excepting their on-. 
Which Oath, if they broke, 
Then their Sovcreign's Cook 
Was to hack off the Spurs of each Don-; 
But twas much if he cou'd, 
For his Eyes muſt be gud, 
To diicern that the had any on- a. 
Then thts being done, 
To their Dinner they run, 
With Stomachs 10 ſharp and fo keen-e, 
Without Grace they fall to, 
As they uſed to do, 
Never minding their Chaplain the Dean- a. 
To the cloſing of all, 
They at Night had a Ball, 
Where their Damſels were dreſt to receive em : 
Wpat farther was done 
Will be better unknown, 
W as hpe 3 Bonk leave em. 
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SONG 3122. 
MY Mind to me a Kingd m is, 
Such perfect Joys ttercin I find, 
That it excels all other Bliſs 

The World affords. or grows by Kind: 
Tho much I want that moſt I have, 

Yet fill my Mind forbids to crave, 
Ny Shape to fecd a loving Eye; 

1'» none of theſe am I in Thrall, 

N princely Pomp, no wealthy Store; 

For why, my Mind to me 1s all, 

No Force to win the Victory; 
No cunning Wit to ſalve a Sore, 
Content I hve with this my Stay ; 

I with no more than may ſuffice ; 
I preſs to bear no mighty Su ay; 

Look what I want, my Mind ſupplies: 
Thus co I triumph hke a King, 
Content with that my Mind doth bring. 
Some have too much, and yet do want 

I little have, but with no more: 
They are but poor, for much they want 

And I am rich with little Store: 

They poor, I rich; they beg, I give; 
They tack, I leave; they pine, I live, 
Some weigh their Pleaſures by their Luft, 

Their Wiſdom by the Rage of Will: 
Their Treaſure is their only Truft, 

And crooked Craft their School of Skill: 
But all the Pleaſure I can find, 

Is the Content of quiet Mind. 
My Health is Wealth and perfect Eaſe, 

A Conſcience clean my chief Defence; 
J do not ſeek by Bribes to pleaſe, 

Nor by Deceit to give Offence : 

Thus do I live, thus will J die: 
Would all did but as well as I. 
SONG 3134. 
MY Name is honeſt Harry, 
And I love little Mary; 
In ſpite of Ciſs, or jealous Beſs, 
PV have my own Figary, 
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Me Love is blithe and buckſ/ome, 
And wre“ and fins 28 can be, 
Fre and gav, as Flow rs in May, 
And hoks like Jack-a-Dandy, 
Ani if the will not Fave me, 
That am ſo true a Lover, 
I'll drink ry Wine, and ne er repine, 
.\nd down the Stairs I'll ſhove her. 
B::t if that fe will love, Sir, 
I'll be as kind as may be, 
Il give het Rings, and pretty Things, 
And deck her like a Lady. 
Her Petticoat like Sattin, 
Her Con of Crimſon Tabby, 
Lac'4 up before, and ſpangl'd o“ er, 
Jt tke a Barthol'mew Baby. 
Eer Waiſtc. at ſhall be ſcarlet, 
With Ribbands ty'd together; 
Her Stockings of a cloudy Bluc, 
And her Shoes of Spaniſh Leather. 
H.r Smock of finet Holland, 
And lac'd in ev'ry Quarter, 
$1.'> and wide, and — enough 
To hang below her Garter, 
Then to the Church I'll have her, 


Where we wil! wed together, 


An! io come home, When we have done, 


In ſpite of Wind and Weather. 
The F. diers ſhall atrend us, 
Ard firſt play John core kiss me; 
And when that ve Canc's arcund, 
Then ſtrilte up, hit or mus we. 
Then key tor little Mary; 
"Tis her I love alore, Sir; 
Let any Man do what he can, 
I will have her, or 16's, ir. 
SONG 314. 
Y Paſſion is as M::ftard ſtrong, 
I fir all ſober i2d, 
Drurk as a Piper all Day long, 
Ur, like a March Hare, mad. Y 3 


Round 
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Rink is a Hoop the Rvmrers flow, 
| arink, vet can't forget her; 
For tho at drunk os David's Sew, 
s love her Ni} the better. 
Pert as a Pear-menger I'd be, 
if Mu'iy were but kid; 
Cul as a Cucamber would fee 
Ine ret of Woman. 
L'«c a ſtuck Pig 1 gaping fare, 
And (ye her oer ard oer; 
Len as a Rake with Sighs and Care, 
Sieck 2s a YMoute before. 
Plump as 2 Partriege I was known, 
And ſoft as Silk my Skin, 
Xy + heeks as fat as Butter grown, 
Put s a Grovt now thin, 
I, mclencho'y as a Cat, 
Am k pt awake to udp; 
But the, ir ſenſible of that, 
Sound as a Top can let», 
Hard is her Heart, as Flint or Stcne, 
She lavghs to fre me pale; 
Ard merry as a Grig :* grown, 
And briſk as bottl'd Ale. 
The Ged of Love, at her Approach, 
Is buſy as a Dee; 
Hearts ſound as any Bell or Reach, 
Are ſmit, and ſeh like me. 
Ah we! as thick as Hes or Hail, 
1he fine Men crov4 abut her; 
But ſeun as dad as 2 Decor Nail 
Shall I be, if withcut her. 
Strait as my Leg her Shape appears : 
O! were we jcin'd together, 
My Heart would ſoon be free from Cares, 
And ligl ter than a Feather. 
As fine as Five-pence is her Mien, 
No Drum was ever tighter ; 
Her Glance is as a Razor keen, 


And not the Sun is brighter, 
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A+ foft as Pap her Kiſſes are, 
Methinks I feel them yet; 

Brown as a Berry is her Hair, 
Her Eves are black as Jet, 

As ſmooth as Glaſs, as white as Curds, 
Her pretty Hand invites ; 

Sharp a5 a Ne-dle are her Word:, 
Her Wit like Pepper bites, 

Brick as a Body-Louſe the trips, 
Clan as a Penry dreft 

Sweet as a Roſe her Face and Lips, 
Round as a Globe her Breaſt, 

Full as an Egg was I with Glee, 
And havpy as a King 

Cord lack ! how all Men envy'd me, 
She lov'd like any thing. 

But falſe as Hell, the like the Wind, 
Chang'd, as her Sex muſt do, 
Tho“ ſeeming as the Turtle Kind, 

And as the Ceſpel true. 
I 1 and Molly could agree, 
Let who will take Peru, 
Great as an Emp'ror I ſhould be, 
ard richer tian a Jew, 
Till zou grow tender as a Chick, 
I'm dull as any Poſt: 
et us like Burrs together ſtick, 
A warm as any Toaſt. | , 
You'!! know me truer than a Die, 
Ard with me better ſped, 
Fiat as 2a Flounder when I Le, 
And as a Herring dead. 
Sure as a Gun ſhe'll drop a Tear, 
And fich, perhaps, and with, 
Wanen I'm as rotten as a Pear, 
And mute as any Fiſh. 
SONG 3186. - 
MY Time oh ! ye Muſes, was happily ſpent, 
When Phebe went with me wherever I went ; 
Y 3 Ten 
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Ten thouſand ſoft Pleaſures I felt in my Breatt : 
Sure never fond Shepherd like Collin was bleſt! 
But nov ſhe 1+ gene, and has left me behind, 
What a marvelions Change on a ſudden 1 find ! 
W hen Things were as fine as cou d pofibly be, 
I thought *twas the Srrins, but alas! it was the, 
With ſuch a C-mpanicn to tend a few Sheep, 
To rie up to play, or to he down to flcep, 
I was fo gocd-humour'd, fo cheartal and yay, 
Ny Heart was as light as a Feather «li Day; 
Put I now fo croſs and fo preeviſh am grown, 
So ũrangely uncaſy as never was known , 
Riy tair one is gone, and my Joys are all crown'd, 
AnJ my leart 1 am ſure it weighs more than a Pound. 
The Fountain, that wont to run ſweet!y along, 
And dance to {oft Murmurs the Pebbles among, 
Thou know '|, little Cupid, if Phave was there, 
Tas Plea ure to look at, twas Mulick to hear; 
But now ſke 15 abſent, I walk by its Side, 
And, ſtill as it murmurs, do nothing but chide: 
Mauſt you be ſo chearful, whilſt J go in Pain? 
Peace there with your Bubbling, and hear me complain. 


When my Lambkinsarourd me would oftentimes play, 
And when hebe and I were as joytul as they, 
How pleaſant their Sporting, how hapyy the Time, 
When Spring, Love and Beauty were all in their Pnme! 
Fut now in their Frelicks when by me they pals, 
L fling at their F'eeces an Handſul of Crals ; 
B. ﬆ:!] then, I cry, for it makes me quiie mad 
To fee you ſo merry, wile I am fo fad, 
My Dog 1 was very well pleaſed to ſee 
Come waggirg his Tail to my fair une and me; 
And Pkheve ws pleas'd too, and to the D. g laid, 
Come h ther, pour Fellow, and patted his Head: 
But now when he's fawning, I with a ſour Look 
Cry, Sirrah! and give him a Blow with my Crook; 
And I'll give him ancther, for wu ſhoula not Tray 
Be as dull as hs Maſter, when Phabe's away ? 

Whes 
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When walking with Phebe, what Sights have I ſeen ' 
Hew fair waz the Flower, how freik was the Green 
What a lovely Appearance the Trees and the Shade, 
The Corn Fields and Hedges, and ev'ry thing made? 
P.: inc the has left me, tho all are ſtill there, 

They nune of them now fo delightful appear; 
aas nurght but the Magick, I find, of her Eyes, 
Mae ſo many beautiful Proſpects arile. 

Sweet Muſick went with us both all the Wood thro', 
The Lark, Linnet, Thruſh, and Nightingale too; 

W nds over us u hiſper' d, Flocks by us did bleat, 
Au chirp went the Grathopper under Hur Feet; 

But now ſke is abſent, tho? uill they ſing on, 

d. The Mcd ate but lonely, the Melody's gone; 

Her Voice in the Concert, as now I have found, 
Cave every thing elte its agreeable Sound. 

Roſe, what is become of thy delicate Hue? 

Ard where is the Violet's beautiful Blue? 

Dies aught of its Sweetneſs the Bloſſom beguile ? 
That Meadow, thoſe Daiſies, why do they not ſmile ? 
Ah! Rivals, I ſee what it is that you dreſt, 

en. And made yourſelves fine for, a Place in her Breaft ;; 
„ You put on your Colours to pleaſure her Eye, 

To be pluck'd by her Hand, on her Boſom to die. 

H * fowly Time creeps, till my Phebe return, 

e Vine amidſt the fort Zephyr's cool Breezes I bun! 
Munk, if * knew whereabout he would tread, 

Fe rcattu on h Wings, ard twould weit Gov n theLead; 
Ty ſantly, ze Minites, bring hither n y Mar, 

Ind ret o much langer ſer t. when ſhe 1+ here, 

n Colin, old Tine is ſt L full d. Delay, 

Nor will budge one Foot faller for all thou can'ſt ay, 
Vin p.tying Pow'r, that hears me complain, 

Gr cure ny Diſeuiert, or ſoften my Pain ? 


Zoe cur'd thuu muſt, Cuilin, thy Paiſion remove; 
But what Swain is ſo ſilly to live v.ithout Love; 
No Dir'y, bid the Cear Nymph to return, 
For ne er was poor Shepherd fo ſadly foriorn : 
An! what has! I co? I ſhall die with Deſpair; 
Take hegd, all ye Swains, how ye love one 0 fair, 
| SONG 
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SONG 316, 

AY, let me alone, 

i proteſt I'll be gone; 
"Tis a Folly to think I "I be ſubject to one. 

Never Hope to confine 

A young Gallant to dine, 
Like a Sch lar of Oxtord, on nought but the Loin: 
For atter Enjoyment our Bellias are full; 
And the ſame Diſh again, makes the Appetite dull. 


By your wantoning Art, 
Ot a Sigh, and a Start, 
You endeavour, in vain, to inveigle my Heart ; 
For the pretty Diſguiſe 
Of your languiſhing Eyes 
Will never prevail with my Sinews to riſe ; 
And twas never the Mode, in an amorous Treat, 
When a Lover has din d, to perſuade him to cat, 
Faith, Betty, the Jeſt 
I; almeſt at the beit, 
"Tis only Variety makes up the Feaſt; 
Fer when we ve enjoy d, 
And with Pleaſures are clo: 4, 
The Vows that we made to Love ever, are void : 
Ard you kn. w, pretty Nymph, it was ever unfit, 
That a Meal ſhould be made of a reaihing Bit. - 
SONG 317. 
N Power on Tarth can c'er divide 
The Knot that ſacred Love hath ty d. 
Wen Parents a againſt our Mind, 
The True-leve's Knot they faſter bind. 
Oh, ob ra», uh Arabu:ah---oh oh, &c. 
SONG 328. 
OW, tvrant Cod, thy Rule give o'er, 
An by aſide thy cruel Bow ; 
Thy Shafts ſhall wound Mankind no more, 
This, vain Deceiver, thou ſhalt know. 
TI moke thy Tricks and Falſhood plain 
To all the frecborn Son: of Men; 
Nene will hereatter hug the Chain, 


And where's thy fancied Empire tl. ea? 1 


2 
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Thou know ſt how cften I've paſt by 


The ſhining Circle of the Fac 
Stell cating but 2 oo ics Eye 
On all ths bright eit ( 1 ries there: 
Bur when Septic: Cinis + view'd, 
To her I rener d u, iy eat: 
Deroted at thy Sir? + s , 
And e. d tin; I tis: 'F ing Dart. 
Yet, crucl Cod, th, Lic. „f; C. aft, 
When 1 l. a1 viciicd to tay art, 
Wunled the Fa: r- re wit ft a Shafts 
Dort the Bleed of heron's Heart, 
So now, fantaſtic Boy, adieu, 
Til rour dcſpotic Sway toiiuke : 
Septimia's Eves, no more than you, 
Shall over me a Conqueſt male. 
SONG 319% 
Now the bright Morning Star, Day's Harbinger, 
Come: dancing from the Eatt, and eads with her 
The fow'ry May, who from her grcen Lap throws 
The yellow Cowthp, and the pale Primroſe. 
Hail bountrous May, that doth inſpire 
Mirth and Youth, an4 warm De fire 3 
Woods and Groves are of thy dreth:g ; 
Hill and Dale doth batt thy Bleihing. 
Thus we ſalute thee with our early Seng, 
And welcome thee, and wiſh thee long. 
SONG 3:0. 
NO Glory I covet, no Rich es I want, 
Arb tion is nothing to me; 
Tie ene Thing I beg of kind Heav'n to grant, 
k a Mind independent ard tree. 
My Paſſion unruffied, untainted with Pride, 
By Reaton my Life let me ſquare 
The Wants of my Nature are cheaply ſupply d, 
And the ref are but Fully and Care. 
Th-ſe Blefiing: which Providence kindly has lent, 
IM jaſtiy and gratefully prize 
WivIf tweet Meditation, and chearful Content, 
Wil wake me both happy and wile. How 
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How vainly thro" infinite Trouble and Strife 
The r any their Lab urs employ ? 

When an that is traly delightful in Life 
Is what ali, i they will, may coy, 

SUNG 32. 
om. N more, Sir, no more, Ill een give it o'er, 
L fee it is all but a Cheat; 

Your ſoft wiſhing Eyes, your Vows, and your Lies, 
Witch thus you fo ctten repeat. 

Min. "Tis you are ta blame, who fooliſhly claim 
So filly a lean Sacrifice: 

But Levers, who pray, mutt always obey, 
And bring down their Knees, and their Eyes. 

Nom. Of late you have made Devotion a Trace 
In Loving, as well as Religion: 

But you cannot prove, thro' the Ages of Love, 
Any Worſhip was offer*d bat one. 

Man, That one let it be, in which we agree; 
Leave Forms to the Maids, who are younger : 
We're both of a Mind, make hatte, and te kind, 

And continue a Geddels no longer. 
SONG 322. 
Ne, no, tis in vain, in this turbulent Town, 
To expect either Pleaſure or Reſt; 
To Hurry and Nonſ.1iis ſtill tying us down, 
"Tis an over-grown Priſon at beſt. 
From hence to the Country away, 
Leave the Croud and the Buſtle behind, 
Ard then you'll fee liberal Nature diiplay 
A thouland Delights to Mankind. 

The Change cf the Seaſons, the Sports of the Field, 
The ſweetly diverfify'd Scene, 5 
The Groves, and the Gardens, and every thing yields 

A Cheartulacis ever ference. 


Here. here from Ambition and Avarice free, 
My Days may I quietly ſpend ; 

Wildt the Cits and the Courtiers, unenvy d fur me, 
Ay gather up Wealth without End. 


Ne, 


, 


( 263 ) 


Xo, I thank em, I wou'd not, to add to my Store, 
My Peace and mv Freedom refign : 


For who, for the Sake of poſſeſſung the Ore, 


Wou'd be ſentenc d to dig in the Mine. 
SONG 323. 
N O ſener comes up a Country Clown, 
With hi; Leather Breeches to London Town, 
But he cocks his Hat, and ſtrives to look big; 
He {wars his Acres for gaudy fine Cloaths, 
And flannts it about mong Belies and Beaux, 
in a lac d Coat, and P:g-tail Wig. 
Ee makes his Country Relations his Sport, 
te rattles and tattles of Places at Court 
He battles with Bailiffs, Watchmen and Whores, 
He runs in the Surgeon and Tallyman's Scores, 
And proves a dowaright modith Prig. 
At length his Purſe and Pockets grew low, 
His Habit all ſhabLy---Gocd-bye to the Beau; 
Fate frowns, and Friends forſake : 
He bids his Honour and Conſcience Good-night, 
Ard the Country-Bubble becomes a Town- Bite, 
Some other Courſe does take. 
He cours the Roads, and borrows a Purſe, 
Or cheats at my Lord's, which is twenty times worſe; 
He rogues it fo faſt, that they ſtop him at laſt, 
For hi- Tricks in a String he's deſtin d to ſu ing; 
And there's an End of a Country Rake, 
SONG 93724. 
Nonſenſical Folks prepare 
To hear a nonſenſical Song, 
Exch am rous Beau with his Fair, 
Whoſe Charm's a nonſenſical Tongue, 
Were there no nonſenſical Flights, 
The Women would want what to fay, 
The Poet want ſomething to write, 
And the Actors want Farces to play. 
Nonſenſe ſo reigns in this Age, 
Both over the Noble and Cit ; 
The Town ſends a Share on the Stage, 
And each Aſs ſets up for a Wit, 
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The. Lover calls Nentente his Mu, 
When {mit by the am' ron Boy, 
Always gaining with that the fifi Uſe 

Or the Ladics nontenfical toy, 
Tie Parſons their Nentente will preach 
To praite nentenfical Fools; 
Woin Lacics choice Secrets will teach 
To n-niſenfical bungling Tools, 
The Vuh ar their Nenſenſe will prate, 
end let their Opinions be had, 
In Matters conce: ning the State, 
And n led fur a Party their Trade. 
A icibolng Poet with Nonſenle, 
For a Dinner wil! Nobles aſperſe ; 
Tu his Wit is as thin as his Conſcience, 
Or rather as bare as his Puric, 
A VParuament Member ſometimes 
May make a ncnienfical Sprech; 
The Whigs may the Tories of Crimes 
For nonſerſical Reaſons impeach. 
Debates full of nonſente will riſe, 
Upon a nonſenſical Theme, 

Mongit thoſe that pretend to be wiſe, 
Ard do their own Nonſenſe eſteem. 
Since Nonſenſe is grown ſuch a Charm 

With the Ladies, the Beaux, and the Poet, 
Let each one his Reaſon alarm, 
And he that has Wit, let him ſhow it, 
SONG 725. 
New ponder well, you Parents dear, 
Theſe Words which I ſhall write, 
A doleful Story you ſhall hear, 
In Time brought forth to Light, 
A Gentleman of good Account 
In Ncrfolk dwelt of late, 
Why did in Honour far ſurmount 
Moft Men of his Eſtate. 
Sore fick he was, and like to die, 
No Help his Life could fave ; 
His Wife by him as fick did he, 
. And both poſſeſ d one Grave ; 


I 
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Xo Love between theſe two was loſt, 
Each was to other kind, 

In Love they liv'd, in Love they dy'd, 
And left two Babes behind. 

The one a fine and pretty Boy, 
Not pafiing three Years old, 

Tre other a Girl more young than he, 
And fram'd in Beauty's Mould, 

The Father left his little Son, 
Az plainly doth appear, 

When he to pertect Age ſhould come, 
Three hundred Pounds a Year : 


And to his little Daughter Jane, 
Five hundred Pounds in Gold, 

To be paid down on Marriage-day, 
Which might not be controul'd ; 

But it the Children chanc'd to die, 
L'er they to Age ſhould come, 

Their Uncle ſhould poſſeſs their Wealth, 
For ſo the Will did run. 


Now, Brother, ſaid the dying Man, 
Look to my Children dear; 

Be 20d unto my Boy and Girl, 
No Friends elſe I have here: 

T» God and you I recommend 

i My Children Night and Day, 

But little while beſure we have 
Within this World to fray, 

You muſt be Father and Mother both, 
And Uncle all in one; 

Cod knows what will become of them 
When [am dead and gone. 

With that beſpoke the Mother dear: 
O Brother kind, quoth the, 

You are the Man muſt bring our Babes 
To Wealth or Miſery. 

Ii zou do keep them carefully, 
Then Cod will you Reward; 

ut if you otherwiie ſhould deal, 

Co will your Deeds zegard. 
No : 1 V. :8 
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Wim Lies as colt as any Stone, 
tle k: d the Children ſmall, 

Cow dies you beth, my Children dear; 
With that the Tears did tall. 

'Thete Sreeches thin their Brother ſpoke 
To tius ſick Couple there, 

The Keeping of yuur Children dear, 
Sweet Sitter, do net fear; 

Cut never fre ſper me nor mine, 
Nor aught elie that | have, 

I: I do Wrong your Chil.'ren dear, 
When ycu are lid in Grave. 

The Parents being dead and gone, 
The Children heme he takes, 

And brings them ſtrait unto his Houſe, 1 
Where much ef them he makes. 

He had not kept theſe pretty Babes 
A Twclvementh and a Day, 

But for their Wealth he did deviſe, 
To make them both away. 

He bargain d with two Rufſians ſtrong, 
Which were of furious Mocd, 

That they ſhould take the Children young, 
Ard ſlay them in a Wood: 

And told his Wife, and all he hal, 
He did the Children fend 

To be brought up in fair London, 
With one that was his Friend. 

Away then went theſe pretty Babes, 
Rejoicing at that Tide, 

Rejoicing with a merry Mind, 
They ſhould on Cock-horſe ride: 


, They prate and prattle pleaſantly, 

1 As they rode on the Way, 

i To thoſe that ſhould their Butchers be, 
| . And work their Lives decay. 

1 So that the pretty Speech they had, 

7 Made Murtherers Hearts relent, 
| And they that undertook the Deed, 


Full fore did now repent, 


Ya 
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viene of them mere hard ef Heart, 
Di! vd tu e bits Charge, 
Teea:ſe the Wreten that ire h.m 
rad 1a.d him very large 
The cther won't agree veto 
co 


. 
[Y 
Sy bere tle fel! 88 


Dad ſay the other tlie 
W::i:in an unfequented Vroed, 
The Favs did quite tor Fear. 
Re tk the Cit:! aſs by the Eaud, 
When Tears ſtor 4 in their Exe 
And bal them ſtraichtway follow um, 
And lk they did nat cry: 
Ard two lung les he kd then thus, 
Wie they wr B.ead complain, 
Star here, quota he, I'Il bring you Dread, 
When I do come again. 
Thete pret:y wee wich Hand in Hand, 
Went uwand' rug v0 and Gown, 
But never more did fee the Man 
Approzching from x. the Juwen: 
Their pretty Livs with Blalzb eres 
Wie all beimear a 67 d, 
Ar! when they 1 the darzizme Nictty 
They iat than d rn aud erz 4. 
Thus wander d ſe tro pred, Docs, 
Tul! Death 4.4 e taeir Cr 5. 
In ene ancther s Atlas they dy'd, 
A Babe: wanting IE 
XN Burial there pretty Bades 
Or an Man re. eives, 
Til bin- red- dre. painfully 
Dia er them with Leaves. 
Der the heavy Wrath of Cod 
Corn their Uacle fil ; 
Yea, 7 arr ul 11 ends d: 3 Eis Hcaſe, 
E': Canſci ance felt an Heil: 
S 2 H:$ 
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H:s Barns were fir d, his Coods conſum , 
His Lands were barren made, 
His Cattle dy'd within the Field. 
And nothing with him ſtaid. 
And in the Voyage of Portugal 
Two of his Sons did die; 
And to conclude, himſelt was brough* 
Unto much Miſery : 
tie pawn'd and mortgag'd all his Land, 
£'er ſeven Years came abou: ; 
And now at length this wicked Act 
Did by this Means come out. 
The Fellow that did take in Hand 
Theſe Children for to kill, 
Was for a Robb'ry judg'd to die, 
As was God's bleſſed Will: 
Who did confeſs the very Truth, 
The which is expreſs d; 
Their Uncle dy'd, while he for Debt 
Did long in Priſon reſt. 
You that Executor: be made, 
And Orerſeers eke, 
Of Children that be tatherlefs, 
Ard Infants mild and meek, 
Take-you Example by this thing, 
And yield to each his Right, 
Left God with tuch-like Miſery 
Your wicked Minds requite. 
SONG 326. 
Now all my Friends are laid in Grave, 
And nothing they have lett me, 
Bt a Mark a Year my Mother gave, 
By which for to protect me: 
Vet I live on the Leagure ftiii, 
As brave as any Lady, 
And all is with a Mark a Year, 
ihe which my Mother gave me. 
J have my Pimps at my Cemmand, 
My Coach uppen me tending 5 
I” 24 ene be cut or ſlaſh'd, 
Or amv one fenng 


They 


bey A 
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Tue || bear me ont of all the Rout, 
"ty brave, Ce. 
Ny bigh CommoJe, my damaſk Gown, 
Lic d Shoes of Spanith Leather, 
A Sitter Buckin in my Head, 
And a dainty Plume of Feather; 
Tü take Tobacco with a Grace, 
As brave, &c. 
A Lord, a Knight, a Gentleman, 
Is welccme to my Oven; 
Tac finical Courtier with his Tricks, 
Whole Beard's but newly ſhaven ; 
Ail's one to me, whoc'er he be, 
He's welcome ftill as may be: 
God-a-mercy Mother, for thy Gift, 
It's a Portion for a Lady, 4 
SONG 327. 
NOW Gad alone that made all Things, 
Heaven and Earth and all therein; 
The Ships that in the Sea do ſwim, 
To» keep our Foes from coming in, 
Then every one does what he can 
All for the good Uſe of Man. 
And I with in Heaven his Soul may dwell 
That firſt invented the Leather Bottle. 
Now v hat d' ye tay of Cans of Wood ? 
Faith they are naught, they cannot be good; 
Fer when a Man tor Beer doth fend, 
To have them fl he doth intend ; 
Tae Bearer ſtumbles by the Way, 
And on the Ground the Beer doth lay; 
Then doth the Man begin to ban, 
And iwears tuas long o'th' wooden Can: 
But had it been a Leather Bottle, 
Ir had not been fo, for all had been well, 
And tate therein the Drink would remain, 
Until the Man got up again, 
Than I wih, &c. 
Wut do ycu fay to Glaſſes fine ? 
Futh they ſhall have no Praiſe of mine; 
Z 3 Ter 
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* Fer ation a Man's at Table tet, 
ab, hirn ieveral Sorts ef Meat, 
Tre one loves Ficſh, the other Fiſk ; 
Tun with your Hand remove a Dith, 
Tv h but the Gleis upon the Brim, 
Ti: laſs is broke and na:ght left in. 
The Table Cloth, tho' ne'er fo fine, 
15, tully'd with Beer, or Ale, or Wine 
And doubtleſs for ſo ſmall 4 buſe, 
A Servant may his Maſter loſe. 

Thea I with, &c, 


What ſay you to the handled Pot? 

No Fraite of mine ſhall be his Lot; 

For when a Man and Wite's at Strife, 

(As many have been in their Life) 

They lay their Hands upon it both, 

Ard break the ſame, although they're loth, 

But woe to them ſhall bear the Guilt, 

Between them both the Liquor's ſpilt; 

For which they ſhall anſwer another Day, 

For caſting their Liquor ſo vainly away 

Cor if it had been Leather-bottl'd, 

One might have tugg'd, the other have held, 

Both might have tugg d, till their Hearts ſhould break, 

No harm the Leather Bottle could take. 
Then I wiſh, &c. 


What fay you to Flagons of Silver fine ? 

Why faith, they ſhall have no Praiſe of mine; 

For when a Lord for Sack doth ſend, 

To have them back he doth intend ; 

The Man with the Flagon runs away, 

And never is ſeen after that Day; 

The Lord then begins to ſwear and ban, 

For having loſt both Flagon and Man ; 

But had it been either Page or Groom, 

With a Leather Bottle, it had come home. 
And I with, &c. 

And when this Bottle is grown old, 

And that it will no longer hold, 

Out of the Side you may cut a Clout, 

To mend your Shoes when they're worn out z Then 
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rien hang the reſt upon a Pin, 
"Tv.:il terve to put odd Trifles in; 
A: Candle-ends, and Awls, and Rings, 
For voung Beginners need ſuch things. 
Then 1 with his Soul in Heaven may dwell, 
That firſt devis' d the Leather Bottle. 


SONG 328. 
OW, now the Tories all ſhall ſtoop, 
Religion ard the Laws, 
And Whigs on Commonwealth get up, 
To tap the grod old Cauſe. 
Tantivy-boys ſtall all go down, 
And haughty Monarchy, 
The Leathern Cap ſhall brave the Throne, 
Then hey, Boys, up go we. 
When once that Antichriftian Crew 
Are cruſh'd and overthrown, 
We'll teach their Nobles how to bow, 
And keep their Centry down. 
Cood Manners has a bad Repute, 
And tends to Pride we fee 3 
V'e'll therefore cry all Breeding down, 
Then, hey, &c. 
The Name of Lord ſhall be abhorr'd, 
For ev'ry Man's a Brother ; 
What Reaſon then in Church or State 
One Man ſhould rule another ? 
Thus having peel d and plunder'd all, 
And levell'd each Degree, 
We'll make their plump young Daughters fall, 
And hey, &c. 
What tho' the King and Parliament 
Cannot accord together, 
We have good Cauſe to be content 
This is our Sun-ſhine Weather; 
Fer if good Reaſon ſhould take Place, 
And they ſhould both agree, 
Zounds who'd be in a Round-hgad's Caſe ; 
For hey then up go we. 


} 
| 
| 
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We'll down then vith all the Verſitie 
Where Learning n proteſt ; 
For they hill practiſc and maintain 
The Language et the Neat; 
We'll exerciie in es ty Ct. ve, 
An. preach bencath a "Tree, 
We'll make a Pulpit of a Tub, 
Thien hey, Boys, up go we. 
The Whigs O21] rule Commutter-chair, 
Who will ch Laws invert, 
As fall exclude the lau ſul Heir 
By Act of Parliament. 
We'll cut his Royal Highneſs down, 
Een ſhorter by the Knee, 
That he ſtall never reach the Throne, 
Then hey, &c. 
We'll fnite the Idol in Guildhall, 
And then (as we were went) 
We'll cry, it was a Popiſh Plot, 
And ſwear thoſe Rogues have don't. 
His Royal Highreis to unthrone 
Our Intereſt will be, 
For if he e'er enjoy his own, 
Then hey, &c. 
We'll break the Windows which the Whorz 
f Babylon lhias painted; 
And when their Biſhops are pull'd down, 
Our Elders ſhall be fainted : 
Thus having quite enflav'd che Throne, 
Pretending to ſet free, 
At length the Gallows claims its own, 
Then hey, &c. 
SON zg. 
Now PF--bus finketh in the Weſt, 
Welcome Song, and welcome Jeſt, 
RI:dnizht Shout, and Revelry, 
Typ Dance, and Joility : 
Braid your Locks with roſy Twine, 
Dropping Odours, dropping Wine. 
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Rizour now is gone to Bed, 
And Advice with ſcrup*lous Head; 
Strict Age, and four Severity, 
With their grave Saws, in Slumber lie. 
SONG 5330 0 
Now the good Man's from home, 
i caſt away Care; 
And, with ſome briſk Fellow 
Steal out to the Fair; 
hough ſome are too bathful, 
And others too bold, 
Yet Wemens Intentions 
Are not to be told, 


But if I ſhould meet 
With a Spark to my Mind, 
One fi: to te truſted, 
I then may prove kind: 
With him I would ramble 
The Fair all round; 
I'd eat, and 17 drink 
Of the beſt could be found. 
There's Fielding and Oates, 
And Hipp'ſiy and Fall, 
And. Bullock and Lese. 
And the Devil and all. 
I have the beſt Place, 
And I'll fee ev'ry Sight, 
And wanton in Pleaſure 
From Morning till Night. 
Oh' there I ſhall fee 
All the Gentlemen Rakes, 
And here the ſweet Cry 
Of Beer, Ale, Wine and Cakes 3 
Whilſt I in blue Apron 
And clean Linen Gown, 
Draw all the fine Sparks 
From the Flirts of the Town. 
SONG 33r. 
Now Summer decaying abates of its Heats, 
The Sun later riſes, and ſooner he ſets ; 


Ta” n in tie Iforn »: 21 14991 ; 


(274+ 


Ani fown in tat: eds on the tag IM . 
The Leaves en: e h 1; e ſa jiveiy en 
Now turn die Riu: au tte 63ooGen ide Ecerce, 
Am dving they : 1 t tie Crcurd on 4 c nure, 
Ihe Earth that once füſter'd row fn 1. n a Tomb, 
And with the ea: Seaſons gay Pleattres expire, 
Now mute at Varha l ae the Voic: ant! the Lie; 
* more w'th the Foren the Frei wi 0 *, 
Whoſe Tf es for out- nine all the Lars in the Grove, 
To! : ein the Town the rude Sea fi compels, 

Ard een tir Can PEN for: « 012165 ot the Wells; 
Tre Cure en! Mar: bore too we delore, 

And Ruckhc't vn Nenelaeh now are no more. 


* 
Vee 


let not Dotpondency holy prev?! 
© 7 Pleaſures with gummer weve totally fail, 
511 from her le v*'d Regions here Me! od. dies, 
The Ceddeis will ſoon on the Theatres riſe. 
bar tho? the t Notes no more — in the Gale, 
And Rocks ceaſe repeating each amarous Tale, 
Our Rapturc- ſceet Handel and Arne Nan revive, 
And our Spirits dance chearfal to Beard, Lowe, a 
Clive. 


Farewel then fleſh Air and the murmuring Rel, * 
And welcome ci Lenin, Piet, and Quadrille, 
Where Plays, Bal Is, and On”: :a's, ard dear Maſquerada, 
Excel the whate Sumner, = Sunſk.ne, and — 
SONG 332. x 

N more ſhall Mia ds be dech'd with Flowers, 
Nor SwietneS dwell in rofy Bowers, 
Nor er->neſt Beds in Branches foring, 
Nor warbling Birds delight to ſing, 

Nor April Viclets rait the Grove, 

If i forſake my Cz1l:a's Love, 


The Fi ſhall in the Ocean burn, 


And Fountains _— ſhall bitter run; 

The humble Vale no Flecd ſhall know, 

When Flores Tal! br cheſt Hills o'erilow 3 
Black Lethe ſhall Oblivion lcave, 


Ir ere my Cælia I decgise. Lo 


: - 


8 


* 


8 &# e 
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Lore ſhall ls Bow and Shaft lay by, 
And Venus Doves want Ng ro fly; 
The Sun refute to thew his Licht, 
And Day be tu ned into “ ight, 
And in that Night no Stars ayrpear, 
I: J forlake my Cælia dear. 


SONG 333. 4 


Now the hungry Licns roar, 
Ard howling Wolves behold the Moon; 
Now the heavy Ploughmen ſnore, a 
After daily Labour s done. 
Trip it, trip it, ſoftly round, 
Exer ſacred be this Cround. 
Now the Bands of Fire do glow, 

Wnilſt the Screech-Owl, ſcreeching loud, 
Puts the Wretch that lies in Woe, 

in Remembrance of a Shroud. 
Trip it, &c. 
Now it is the Time of Night, 

That the Graves are gaping wide, 
Er'ry one lets forth his Spright, 

In the Church-way Paths to glide. 
Ind it, &c. | 

And we Fairies, that do run, 

By the triple Hecate s Team, 

From the Preſence of the Sun, 

Fol'owing Darknels like a Dream. 
Trip it, &c. 

Tho' we frolick, let no Mouſe, 

Or beding Bird, or Beaſt of Prey, 
Difturb the Quiet of this Houſe, 

But downy Sleep bring on the Day. 
Trp it, &c. 

Weaving Spiders come not near, 

Spotted Snakes do no Offence : 
beerles black, approach not here; 
Worm and Snail, be far from hence, 
ap it, &c. 


| 
| 
| 
' 
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By the dead and drowſy Fire, 
EVry Elf and fairy Spright 
Hop, as little Bird from Bry'r, 
Nimbly, nimbly, and as light. 
Trip it, &c. 
Now join all your warbling Notes 
In Chorus of ſweet Harmony, 
Strain aloud your fairy Throats, 
Sing and dance it trippingly. 
Trip it, &c. 
Hand in Hand, with f:iry Grace 
We will ang, and bleis this Place; 
May Plenty, Paſtime, and tweet Peace, 
Daily in this Houſe increaſe, 
Trip it, trip it, trip it ſoftly round, 
Ever facred be this Ground, 
SONG 334. 
O Zeſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 

They were twa bonny Laſſes, 
They bieg d a Bower on yon burn Brae, 
And thcek'd it o'er wi' Raſhes. 

Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er could alter; 

But Mary Gray's twa pawky Een 
They gar my Fancy faiter. 

Now Beiiy's Hair's Ike a Lint-tap ; 
She imiles like a May Morning, 
When Phoebus ſtarts frac 'Thet:s Lap, 
The Hills with Rays adorning : 
White ts ker Neck, ſaft is her Hand, 
Her Waiſt and Feet's ſu' genty; 
Wich ilka Crace ſhe can command 3 
Her Lips, O wow ! the; re dainty. 
And Mary's Lock's are like a Craw, 
Her Eyes like Di'monds Glances 
She's ay ſae clean redd up ard braw, 

She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
Blythe as a Kid, with Wit at Will, 
She blooming, tight and tall is; 
And guides her irs fac gracefu* hill, 

O Jove ! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Der 
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bear Bey Bell and Mary Gray, 
e un air cppiets us; 
Our Fancies jee between ye twa, 
Ye are fic bony Ladles : 
Wes me! ror bait: 1 cannot get, 
To ane by Law we're ſtented; 
Then I'll draw Cuts, and take my Fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


SONG 5. 
0 —_— cunn:ng Man ! thou hat been wondrous 


And * = golden Words do now prove true, I find ; 
Ten thouſand Traniports wait, 
To crown my happy Fate; 
Thus Kits'd, and preſt, 
And dcubly bleit, 
In all this Pomp and State ; 
New Scenes of Jov ariſe, 
Which fill me with Surprize, 
My Rock and Reel, 
And Spmaing- Wheel, 
And Huſband I deſpiſe: 
Then, ſobion, now adieu, 
Thy Cobdling ſtill purſue, too. 
Fr hence 1 cannot, will not, no, gor muſt not buckhe 
SONG 3356. 
Grant me, kind Bacchus, 
Thou God of the Vine, 
Not a Pipe nor a Tun, 
But an Ocean of Wine, 
Wirth a Ship that's well mann'd 
With tuch rate-hrarted Fellows, 
Who ne*'er left the Tavern 
Fer a porterly Ale-houſe. 
Let the Ship ſpring a Leak, 
To let in the Lipple, 
Without Pump or Long - boat, 
To ſave Ship or People: 


Az So 
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By the dead and drowſy Fire, D- B 
EPrv Elf and fairy Spright V2 v 
Hop, as little Bird from Bry'r, Oar Fa 
Nimbly, nimbly, and as light. Ye a 
Trip it, &c. We; 
Now join all your warbling Notes To a 
In Chorus of ſweet Harmony n Then [ 
Strain aloud vour fairy Throat“, An! 

Sing and dance it trippingly. 
Trip it, Ec. O © 
Hand in Hand, with fairy Grace | 
We will ang, ard bleis this Place; Aad all 
May Plenty, Paſtime, and tweet Peace, Te 
Daily in this Houſe increaſe. Tc 
Trip it, trip it, trip it ſoftly round, | 


Ever ſacred be this Ground, 


SONG 334. 3 
O Zeſſy Bell and Mary Cray, Ne 


They were twa bonny Laſſes, w 
They bigg'd a Bower on yon burn Brae, 
And theek d it o'er ui Raſhes. | 
Fair Beſſy Bel] I loo'd yeſtreen, A: 
And thought I ne'er could alter; | 
But Marv Gray's twa pawky Een 


They gar my Fancy alter. Ter hen 
Now Betiy's Hair's like a Lint- -tap 3 
She imiles like a May Morning, 0 &ra 
When Phebus ſtarts frac Thetis Lap, Th 
The Hills with Rays adorning : X Not a | 
White it ker Neck, faft is her Hand, But 2 
Her Waiſt and Feet's fu" genty 3 With a 
Wich ilka Crace ſhe can command; With 
Her Lips, O wow ! the; re dainty. Who n. 
And Mary's Lock's are like a Craw, Fer 
Her Eves like Di monds Glances; | Let the 
She's ay ſae clean redd up and braw, To le 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : Wirbou 
Blythe as a Kid, with Wit at Will, To i, 


She blooming, tight and tall is; 
And guides her irs fae gracefu' ſtill, 
O Jove ! ſhe's like thy Pallas. De 
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Por Belly Bell and Mary Gray, 
Leung fair cis us; 
Our Fancies jee between ye twa, 
Ye are fic bowy Ladles : 
Wes me! ror bait: 1 cannot get, 
To ane by Law we're ſtented; 
Then I'll draw Cuts, and take my Fate, 
An! be with ane contented. 


SONG 5. 
0 Charming cunning Man ! thou hat been wondrous 


kind, 
And all thy golden Words do now prove true, I find ; 
Ten thouſand Traniports wait, 
To crown my happy Fate; 
Thus Kits'd, and preft, 
| And deubly bleit, 
In all this Pomp and State; 
New Scenes of Joy ariſe, 
Which fill me with Surprize, 
My Rock and Reel, 
And Spinaing-Whecl, 
And Huibind I defpite : 
Then, ſobion, now adieu, 
Thy Coboling fail purſue, Tron, 
Fer hence 1 cannut, will not, no, gor muſt not buckhe 
SONG 45335, 
O Grant me, kind Bacchus, 
Thou God of the Vine, 
Not a Pipe nor a Tun, 
But an Ocean of Wine, 
With a Ship that's weil mann d 
With tuch rac-hVarted Fellows, 
Who ne'er left the Tavern 
Fer a porterly Ale-houſe. 
Let the Ship ſpring a Leak, 
To let in the Lipple, 
Without Pump or Long · boat, 


To ure Ship or People; 


An 85 
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So that each jolly Lad 
May alwavs be bound, 
Or to drink, or to drink, 
Or to drink or be el 


When Death does prevai!, 
It is my Deſign 
To be nobly intomb d 
In a Wave of good Wines 
So that living or dead, 
Both Body and Spirit, 
May float round the World 
In an Ocean of Claret. 


SONG 337. 
O London is a dainty Place, 
A great and gallant City; 

For all the Streets are pav'd with Gold, 
And all the Folks are Witty. 

And there's your Lords and Ladies fine, 
That ride in Coach and Six 

That nothing drink but Claret Wine, 
And talk of Politicks. 

And there's your Beaux, with powder d Cloaths, 
Bedaub d from Head to Chin; 

Their Pocket-holes adorn'd with Gold, 
But not one Souſe within. 

And their the Engliſ Actor goes 
With many a hungry Belly 

While Heaps of Gold are fore” 4, God wot, 
On Signior Farinelli. 


And there's your Dames of dainty Frames, 
With Skins as white as Milk ; 

Dreſs'd ev'ry Day in Garments gay, 
Of Sattin and of Silk. 

And if your Mind be fo inclin'd, 
To have them in your Arms; 

Pull out a handſome ---- Purſe of Gold, 
They can't reſiſt its Charms. 

SONG 3338. 
O Love! by thy Almighty Pow'r, 
Transform me to that new-bloven Flow :, 
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Which. fram'd for Sweetneſs and Delight, 
Attracts my lov'd Almeria Sight: 
Behoid, in vernal Beauty dreſt, 
: cecks the lovely Virgin's Breaſt ; 
Whence it ſuperior Grace aſſumes, 
and with unrival'd Beauty bloums, 28 
Why am l not that gentle Air, 
Which flutters, fans, and cools the Fair 
Too happy Zephyr balmy Cale 
That Fragrance from her Breath you ſteal: 
dee, while your Pain you ſoftly figh, 
And on her ſnowy Boſum die; 
Thy Goddeſs, Flora, jealous grows, 
And with divine Reſentment glows. 
Why am I not that Bird, whoſe Note, 
Sweet warbling in his liquid Throat, 
Bid; every Grove and Vale rejoice 3 
His tender, ſoft melodious Voice, 
Nightly with his enchanting Strain, 
Does, in the Woods, my Love detain, 
Tiil, liſt ning, ſhe forgets to fear 
The Dangers that may threaten there. 
When Phebus Darts directs his Beams, 
Almeria ſeeks the cooling Streams ; 
The River Cod with Pride receives 
Almeria to his azure Wave; 
With murm'ring Joy they round her move, - 
And take her for the Queen of Love. 
Ye Gods ! were 1 that happy Stream 
How ſhould I burn with rapid Flame. 
Pardon, thou bright, thou matchleſs Fair 
The bold Preſumption of my Pray'r; 
Glacly would I my Being change, 
Gladly from Form to Ferm I'd range; 
Might 1, in any Shape, delight 
Almeria's Senſe, or pleaſe her Sight; 
Or might thoſe Variations prove 
The Truth of my unalter'd Love. 


Aaz 
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SUNG 339. 


le Vun! 9 anc! 5, 


IA O 
ger Fellow. 


Have vis card that Farmc:o 
" cerHung cv er? 
Punch. O no---mvy Celambino, 
hear that Caiſtinn, 
The famous Carine 20, 
Wi has ple 2as'd Leth the Ing and . 
$243 cut for Dover, 
Col. But I hope my Sen-f::0 
i no ſuch Rover ? * 
Purch. O, no, Your Ser:ef:r9 
Has lick” 4 himſelf onte clean-o, 
Has, of Thœuſ. nds, made Elteen-0, 
Ard ves in Clover. 


Cl. After Opera cf: Land l, 
Where d'ye think the Town will dandle; 
Or who ſhall hold the Candle? 


P. 200. care not a Ta. dung, 
Eat Harleguini's Lino 
Has ccok'd a deal cf Fun-o, 
Of Pantemime and Pun-0, 
And expects a mighty Run-o 
At Cosent-guden. 
C/, Shall us go and fee the Fun-o 
At Covent-Garden, 
Punch. In Play-Eouſes, fall fix-0, 
One knows not where to fix-0, 
Till rkey let us in tor Nix-o, 
That's Puncit's Bargain. 
Fer. In Fly -heutes, Le. 
SUNG 310. 


O * dandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
Fly Hrcience cou'd cate me, 
When nothing can pleaſe me: 
Now dowie Inh on the Bank of the Burn, 


1 tie da 


Or through the W oed, Laddie, until thou — 
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Tho' Woods now are bonny, and Mornings are clea, 
While Lav*rocks are ſinging, 
And Primroſ<s ſpringing; 
Yet none of them pleaſes my Eye or my Ear, 
When through the Wood, Laddie, ye dinna appear. 
That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 
I'm faſh'd wi' their Scorning, 
Baith Ev ning and Morning; 
Their ſeering gaes to my Heart wi' a Knell, 
While through the Wood, Laddie, I wander my fell. 
Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
But quick as an Arrow, 
Haſte here to thy Marrow, 
Wha's living in Languor, till that happy Day, 
When — the Wood, Laddie, we'll dance, fing and 
Play. 


SONG 341. 
QI what is that Thing call'd Light, 
Which I muſt ne ex enjoy? 
What are the Bleſſings of the Sight, 
Tell me your poor blind Boy. 
You talk of wond*rous Things you ſee ; 
You ſay the Sun ſhines bright. 
I feel him warm; but how can he 
Then make it Day or Night? 
My Day or Night myſelf I make, 
Whene'er I wake or play 
Ard could I ever keep awake, 
With me 'twere always Day. 
With heavy Sighs I often hear 
You mourn my hopeleſs Woe ; 
But ſure wich Patience I may bear 
A Loſs I ne'er can know. 
Then let not what I cannot have 
iy Chear of Mind deftroy ; 
1 thus I fing, I am a King, 
Altho” a poor blind Boy ! 
| SONG 
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SONG 
What Pain it is to part! 
Can | leave ther, can ! leave thee ? 
O «uit Pain it ws to part! 
Can tu; Polly ever leave thee? 
B. t leaſt Death my Love ſhould thwart, 
Ard bring me to the tatal Cart, 
Ti:u- | tear thee from my bleeding Heart 
Fiy hence, and let me leave ther. 


SONG 343. 


342. 


| O'!' would' ſt thou know what ſacred Charms 


This deſtin d Heart of mine alarms, 
TH: detiin d Heart of mine Alarms; 
Wat kind ot Nymph the Heavens decree, 
The Mai that's made for Love and me, 
The Maid thiat s made tor Love and me. 
Why joys to hear the Sigh fincere, 

WV ho melts to ſee the tender Tear. 
Who melts, &c. 

From caci ungentle Paſſion free, 

Be tach the Mai that's made tur me. 
Be fich the MI. id, &c. 


Wh. & Heart with gen rous Friendſhip glow:. 


Who tevls the Bleilings ſac beſtows, 
Who tec!s, &c. 

Centle to all, but kind to me, 

Po tc! the Maid that's made for me. 
B+ ſuch the Maid, &c. 

Whoſe Lr:pie Thoughts, devoid of Art, 

Art all the Natives of Ker Heart 
Are all the Natives, &c. 

A gentle Trein f::m Falſhecd free, 

Ee ſuchi the Nad that's made for me. 
Be juch the Maid, &c. 

Avannt ve light Ccquets, retire, 

Where flatt'ring Fops arcund acme, 
Where flatt ring, &c. 

Unmov d your ti i'd Charms I fee, 

Rlere genuine Pemitic: are tir me, 

More genuin: Bcagtles are fer De, 


S ON 
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SONG 344- 
0 Were Thurſduy but come, 
How I'd run trem my Room, 
43d throw off my Gown and my Cap! 
To Abingdon g, 
Az ſyrace as a Bean, 

And dance with my far Fanny Knapp. 
Let other Mon Krole, 

From hence to the Pole, 

Ang travel all over the Map, 
Im ſure they li ne ei na, 
Among Womankind, 

One to l. vely as fair Fanny Knapp. 
Had Ceniu and Fire, 
duch 4+ erſt did inſpire 

The Boſoms of Blackmore and Trapp, 
ON how like any I hing 
Would I carrol and fing 

The Praiſes of fair Fanny Knapp, 

Net gay Wiiks's Heart, 
Ven Ee tops Wildair*s Part, 

Recetves fo much Joy from a Cup, 

A I, conla Gold Fiaches, 
And a Man ct my Inches, 

Commend me to fair Fanny Knapp. 
Let the Sor boaſt his Pleaſure, 
Who drinks beyond meaſure, 

And it; the Long Day at the Tap; 
He's nut halt io happy, 

To crown'd in his Nappy, 

As ! with my fair Farny Knapp. 
As vou often have ſcen 
A Faggot, when green, 

I the Fire boiling over with Sap; 
So my fooliſh fond Heart 
Fements in each Part, 

While inflam'd by my fair Fanny Knapp. 
Not a Baby in Town, 

When Nurſe- Maid is gone, 
N wiumper; and grics for his Tap, 
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As I, when away 
The leaft Part of a Day, 

Lament for my fair Fanny Knapp. 
When Duns at my Door, 
At leaſt half a Score, 

Succeſſively ply the loud Rapp, 
bid em away; 
For what can he pay, 

That's undone by his fair Fanny Knapp, 
The Cobler in's Hole 
Waxes ſad to the Soul, 

If he chances to loſe but his Strap; 
Alas! fo I ſhall 
Loſe my End and my All, 

If at laſt I loſe fair Fanny Knapp. 
The Butcher his Meat, 
That we ſweetly may eat, 

From Fly-blows defends with a Flap ; 
So I'd have you to know 
I'll butcher that Beau 

That dares fly-blow my fair Fanny Knapp. 
Some inflam d with defire 
Of ſweet Figs in the Fire. 

Burn boldly at fam'd Dragon-Srap ; 
More vent rous am I, 
Thro' the Flames of her Eye 

To catch at my fair Fanny Knapp. 
I faw, t'other Day, 
And envy d poor Tray, 

When ſhe threw from her Table a Scrap ; 
Tul be hang d for a Rogue, 
If I'd not be a Dog, 

To be fed by my fair Fanny Knapp. 
Where ſhe once ſet to Sale, 
As her Charms cou'd not fail 

To bring her in many a Chap, 
Fd defy any Pow'r 
Leſs than Jove and his Show'r 

To out- bid me for fait Fanny Knapp. 
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T'o' of all Things I hate 

To be dumnably beat, 

Yet methinks I could bear a good Slap, 
Were the Bargain bit thus, 

To be heal'd by a K'ts 
From mne Lirs of the ſatt Fanny Knapp. 

Ha- Ir, cfficious bright Sun, 

When tluis Stage you have run, 
And retire to your Ther:s's Lap, 
To Eternity ſtav, 
Ve can never want Day, 
Wulle enlicht' ned by taic Fanny Knapp. 

Poor Swift, on a time, 

At a Loſs for a Rhime, 

War ſuppiz'd by a very good Hap ; 
Let hem now, by his Skill, 

Or the Help of his D-el, 

Find another for fair Fanny Khapp. 
POSTSCRIPT. 
My Miſe ran fo faſt, 
| Ste had ike, in Ler Haſte, 

To hav? lett in my Sonnet a Cap; 
» Thy" doubt not the Dean, 

It tis ----- he kad ſeen, 
He d have ſtopp'd it for fair Fanny Knapp. 
SONG 345 
.. O*® all Comforts I miſcarry'd, : 

When I play'd the Set and marry d- 

'Tis a Trap there's none need doubt on't, 
Thoſe that are in would fain get out on t. 

We. Fie! my Dear, pray come to Bed, 
That Napkin take and bind your Head; 
Teo much Drink your Brains has dos d, 
| You'll be quite alter d when repos d. 

1. Oons! tis all one if I'm up or lie down, 
For as ſoon as the Cock crows I'll be gone. 
Se. Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me; 
* I, was I made a Wife to lie alone ? 


Hes» 
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He. From your Arms myſelf divorcing, 
I this Morn muſt ride 2 conrfing ; 
A Sport that far excels a Madam, 
Or all the Wives have been fince Adam. 

She, I, thus when I've loſt my Due, 
Muſt hug my Pillow, wanting von; 
And whilf you tope it all the Day, 
Regale in Cups of harmleſs Tea. 

He. Pox, what care I, drink your Slops till you de, 


Yonder's Brandy will keep me a Month from Home, - 


She, It thus parted, I'm broken-hearted ; 
When I, when I ſend for you, my Dear, pray come. 

He. Ere I'll be from rambling hinder'd, 

Vll renounce my Spouſe and Kindred : 
To be ſober I've no Leiſure ; 
What's a Man without his Pleaſure ? 

She. To my Grief then I muſt ſee, 
Strong Wine and Nantz my Rivals be ; 
Whilſt you carouze it with you Blades, 
Poor I fit ſtitching with my Maids. 

He. Oons! you may go to your Goſſips you knon, 
And there, if you meet with a Friend, pray do. 
Sbe. Go, you Joker, go Provoker, 

Never, never I meet a Man like you. 


SONG 346. 
OF all the Girls in our Town, 
Or Black, or Yellow, or Fair or Brown, 
With their ſoft Eyes and Faces fo bright, 
Give me a Girl that's blith and gay, 
As warm as June and as ſweet as May, 
With her Heart free, and faithful as Light. 
What lovely Couple then could be, 
So happy and ſo bleſt as we? 
On whom eternal Joys would ſmile, 
And all the Cares of Life beguile, 
Entranc'd in Bliſs each rapt'rous Night. 
SONG 347. 
all the Girls that are fo ſmart, 
There's none hke pretty Sally ; 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 


And the lives in our Alley : Then 


* 
a 
B 
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There is no Lady in the Land 
Is half fo ſweet as Sally: 

Fe is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 

Her Father he makes Cabbage-Nets, 
And thro" the Streets doth cry em; 

Her Mother ſhe ſells Laces long 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy em; 

But ſure ſuch Folks could ne er beget 
So ſweet 2 Girl as Sally; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And the lives in our Alley, 

When ſhe is by, I leave my Work, 
I love her fo ſincerely ; 

My Mafter comes, like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely : 

But let him bang his Belly full, 
I'll bear it all for Sally; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And the lives in our Alley. 

Of all the Days are in the Week, 
| dearly love but one Day; 

And that's the Day that comes betwixt 
The Saturday and Monday : 

For then I'm dreft all in my beft, 
To walk abroad with Sally; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And the lives in our Alley. 

My Mafter carries me to Church, 

And often am I blamed ; 

Becauſe I leave him in the Lurch, 
As ſoon as Text is named : 

I leave the Church in Sermon-Time, 
And link away with Sally; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And the lives in our Alley. 

When Chriſtmas comes about again, 
Oh then I ſhall have Money ; 

I'll hoard it up, and box it all, 
And give it to my Honey: 
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1 won lit were. Ten 'thcufard Founds, 
= tive 1 2.4 to Sal"; : 

She is the Darlirg cf ry Feart, 
And the lues in our Alley. 

My Maſter and th2 Ne'gbbcurs all, 
Mate Cane ct me and Sal! 

Ard (but fer her I'd better te 
A Slave, ant rew a Cally: 

Bit wv hen nit teven long Years are out, 
Ch then lil marry Sally ; : 

Ch! then we'll cd,: and then we ll bed, 
But net in cur Ailcy. 


SONG 26 
F all _ Lacs in Londen Tow As 
There's none I Ive like Johrn 
Fr · fo ſtately cn the Conrad, | 
I ike Him fur my Honey; 
And none but him 1 cer will wcd. 
So lona's my Name is Sally. 
I fill will dreſ mo in my beſt, 
In ſpite of all our Alley. 


v3 


There s Nan and Sue, thoſe wicked Jades, 


V ho lte in our Alley, 


They Lugh, and flaunt, ard loud ther cry, 


Lock the:e gots raggee Sally; 
Bur let them knew, tho" they ay 7, 
That I have Porc ef Moner, 
And can an Huncred Pounds beſtow 
On John, my Deareſt Honey. 
"Tis true my Father Jeals in Nets, 
My Mother in long Laces; 
But what of that, if Johnny's pleas'd. 
"Tucn't hinder ctr Embraces ; 
For Juknny he dces often ſwear, 
He dearly loves his Sally; 
And for the Ne:ehbcurs I don't care 
We will lie in cur Alley. 
There is one Day in every Week 
That Johnny dees come to me, 
Ard then I own am well pleas'd, 
When he does k:fs and woo me: 


Tis 


Las! 


1 
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Then in te Fell; wo alk and tall 
* % * * 
15 6.58 F238 * 50 : Sad * 
hs him ang 1! have him too, 
I:: te of all var Alley. 
4 


. !  * 
chene of a Crimſon red, 


D 1 K 2 „bro, he des (. ArV, 
H. tc npcr 1: i» ſweet and 200d, 
tor | unn, 4 will ta. ry, 
To) 4. ihe demghbours ipite us fore, 
Cout- j nany Lv. she Sally ;; 
But i love J % . 4 the mare, 


* 


And A Fig Kr 241 the Alley. 


O W. men grumble, „ d the Maids 
Ae ail in le with amy 

T? r Cuts to Bidiieoitrin'cs th. F.ct, 
V.. lle I not LI his I ner 

A: M.utu nummer hi. mei- ont 
T. . 1 n 1 F ant * 11 Sally, 

Cots tlie een he will go, 


In 1!T2 C. 4.4 Our Aer. 


SONG 343, 


* 4% x + , . 3 
0 de Pecregttom wich 
* 


ACS a Suarnan Nat ne, 


Ps, | 
- 
. 


Oe 1 or An Stature, 
i ebene! angles Lite, 
*. e | | LPPriovatt n 2 
r Arts Tin do daliy mie 
[ Co poration, 
. 1 . F . My * * 
„ant Eve g Adam liv'd in Love, 
424 3.4 1? z ale v7 1 4? #}- *% * 
To UV d the Waters move, 
Ine Splat wen to 15.hnp 3 


«Laanht bn will ent inge her, 


- 
L. n. v2 May 9,a'n.y _ 


thet Ge Devil was 118 all Ang! er. 


B b 


ot fo high a Pitch, 


Re a. t. 11 d with Gud-!;ke Look ; 


P.; uc ta 5 


( 290 ) 
Fh f.ians, Lawyers, and Divines, 
Ale all molt neat Unt anz lers, 
And ie that lJooketh tac, wih find, 
nemme i of them are Angler; ; 
Vo it nase Dre Go nth for Souls, 
Phyſicians hl Curmadgeons, 
ren bart with l'ealth; ve fiſh for Wealth, 
Ant Law: ers fiih tur Gudgeons, 
Upon the Exchange, 'tw:ixt Twelve and One, 
Meets manv a neat Entangler : 
Aongſt Merchantmen, not one in ten, 
Det what s a cunning Angler: 
For! K the Fiſhes in the Brook, 
E r doth ſwallow Brether : 
Tru rc's; f golden Bait bangs at the Heck, 
nd they fizh fur ode at. other. 
A Shophteeper I next prefer ; 
He's a formal Man in b'ack, Sir 
He throws his Angle ev'ry where, 
Ard cities, What is't you lack, Sir? 
F.:: $1.ks or StuTs, Cravats or Cuffs. 
But it a Cou. tier prove th Entang'er, 
My Citizen muſt lock to't then, 
Or the Fiſh will catch tle Angler. 
But chere 's no juch ang'irg ae a Wench, 
Stark nue in the Water; 
She U rake you leave both Trout and Tenct, 
And tuo vourfelf in after. 
Tour lock ard Line ſhe will confine ; 
Thus t agled is ta” Entangler ; 
Aud this, II ar, hoth ſpcil'd the Gear 
Cf nan a juvial Ange. 
But if yuu'il troul, for a Scrivener's Soul. 
Caſt in a rich ycung Ca lant. 
To take a C: uticr by the Poll, 
Th:ow ia 1 golden Talent: 

But yet | fer the Drought will ne er 
Cunpount for halt the Charge on t, 
But it ou catch the Devil at ftretch, 
You muſt bait hun with a Serjeant, 
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Thi: I have made my Angler's Trade 
To tand above deſiance; 
For, uke the Mathematie Art, 
I* run Gro c't, Science. 
It with my Argung Song I can 
T. Mirth andi lata, eie wu, 
Fl. art my H. ck with Wit zun, 
Au Angie itill to pleate vou. 
SONG 39. 
Of Anna's Charms let cthers tall, 
Or bright E:iza's Beauty ; 
My Seng ſhall be, of Bl-nzabel, 
To fng f her's + Dirty. 
Tue Fer. who 1. c n Cupid's Darts, 
Fi t ume ard ther ec, 
| Li und bew wth hearts, 
Az beggars cre Mich Tarters. 
To larih Nettie much the cwe?s, 
and mich to Education ; 
Tue Grand us, and Bells and Beaus, 
Ste track vaith Almiration: 
For dendd in her Check there lies 
dne Carrot and the Tump; 
Aud v ho beholds her blazing Eyes, 
lis very Heart they burn up. 
Her dainty Han |< are red and blue, 
Her 12th all black and yellow; . 
Her burling Hair of Saffron hue, 
Her Lat lite any Talk.w. 
Her Voice fo loud, and eke fo ſhrill, 
Far off it is adrrur d 
Her Tongue which ncver yet lay ſtill, 
And yet was never tir d. 
Ten Thoutand Worders rite to View, 
] o'er tie lovely Creature, 
The pearly Sweat, like Morning Dew, 
Gris every ſhining Feature, 
As liaac of his Eiau ſaid, 
She like a Forrſt ſavours: 
Thrice happy Man, ter whom the Maid 
Taz Reierves her hidden Favours ! B>2z 


T the er Hopes Ke 
; wm” Ni al win. Lovers Z 
To duerch their tag ag Fre: 
'T: cn ma'; tole ut th; Arms, 
nd in Comp: tm fave +4 
em Ama“ an! Ec, Charms, 
V itchy crucily enen us, 

SOX (, 3 0. 

© all the ſimple Ilie gs we e 

To rub era un Heal Lite, 

Theze's no ore Folly 1. fo tru 
Ar that very Lad Fg in a Wiſe: 

We're im bke a Nine in a 1 ap, 
„nan caucht in a Cin; 

Mews: and fret. d try t wag be, 
Aru conic the fad Mor we © me in. 

I jam's, 1 drank, I plny'd the Feel, 
An a 1th uvfrd rr 7 k mere; 
re,. 

But I never was n. tri d bebe: 

This was the worlt Plazue cu! enſue; 
I'm mew'd in e fiacaly Houſe ; 

I v-'d to tope a Þ frie cr two, 

But nu tis ſma:l Eecr with my Spauſe. 

My darling Freecom crovn'o my eye, 

And ! ne; er was ven din my Wan; 

If naw 1 croſs ler Will, har Voice 
Make; my Ledgi: :; to hot fer ny Stay: 

Like a Fox that 1b kamrer'd, in vain 
F f;ct at rv Rent and . a 3 

Walk to and fro the Length c my Chin, 
Then am furc'd t» cep into ny [ics 

8 0 o . 
a the 11. ings te; et. the Sun, 
To Je's the z. e 8 
- Ii-one's deny , then le, wicongs 
If not, tis ten In. wo be, 


5 
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Poor Adam, by his Wii, tis known, 
Was trick d forne Years ago; 

Bit Adam was not trick 4 alone, 
For all his Sons were to, 

Lovers the ftirangeſt Foo's are made, 
Vhen they then Nymphs purſue, 

Wi'ch they will ne ei believe, till wed, 
But then! ala: tis true. 

Tuev beg, they Fray, and they adore, 
T:!] wearv'd cut ot Life; 

Ar. prov, what $ all thi: Trouble for? 
Why t:u'v, fir a Wie, 

Eon dad a Thing's a * hining Sot, 
Who highs, in greateſt Nec), 

For that, which toon as ever got, 
Does make him figh indeed. 

Eacii Mai. an Angel while ſhe's woo'd, 
But whin the Wooing's deze, 

The Wie, inflezd of Fieſh and Blood, 
Proves awti..ng but a Bune, 

ls, more or lei, in human Life, 
No mertal Min can ſhun; 

But when a Man has got a Wie, 
He Las t.. mall in ene. 

The Le (ft Promethes 
A crawing Vulture ful 

A Fable, but the Thing was thus, 
The por old Man was wed. 

Atte, a'! Men of Lea ning know, 
Vs Tantalus's Curie 


Tuc Apples v hich d:d tempt him fo, 
Were novoht but a Divorce. 

L-: no Fool dream, that to his Share 
A b-ttzr Wife vill all, 

T.. te all the fame Faith, to a Har, 
Fr they ave Women all. 

When tag the ſenſeleſs empty Nokes 
With wourng does begin, 

Far better he might beg the Stocks, 


71 wiv 


That they would let him in. 


Bb 3 


Ter 
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Yet for a Lover we nv tay, 
Ile wears no cheating Piuiz : 
Tho' ots Lovkes d. oft betray, 
He Jocks like what he is. 
More Joy: + Glifſs of Wine does give, 
Wie take him that giiaſays) 
Then all the Wenches ſr.ung from Eve, 
Eer gave in ali their Days. 
But come, to Lovers here's a Glase, 
God-wot, they need no Cuſe: 
Lach withes he may wed ls Lais 5 
No Soul can with him werſe. 
"SONG 43532. 
OF all the Toaftz that Britain boaſts, 
The grim, the gent, the jollx, 
The brown, the fair, the debona'r, 
Theres none cry'd up like Polly; 


Sh'as fir'd the Town, has quite cut dow n 


The Opera of Rolli; 
Go where you will, the Sublet fill 
Is pretty, pretty Po'lv. 
There's Ma lam Feuſtina Catio, 
nd cke Madari Cuſoni, 
Like ite Signior Scheſino, 
Are tut:e abandenm. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, do re wi fa, 
Are now but Farce an! Fully ! 
We're ravith'd all with toll, Joll, loll, 
And pretty, pretty Pcliy. 
The Sons of Bays, in Lyric Plays, 
Sound forth her Fame in Frint-0, | 
And as we paſs, in Frame and Clals 
We fee her *Metzotints : 
In Ivy-Lane, the City Strain 
Is more on ſtrait-lac'd Dolly; 


And all the Brights at Man's and White's 


Of ni: thirg talk but Polly. 
Air! fehr Gay, thy lucky Play 
Has mae the Criticks grin-2, 
7½% cry, ti flat, tis this, tis that, 


But i:t them laugh that in-. 


J fwear 


— —— cr 


FS. 


— — — 
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I ſwear parblcu', tis naif and new ;; 
Il Nature i but Folly, 
Tas lent a Stitch ty Rent of Rich, 
nd 1't up Madam ez. 

A tureful Fair, beware, beware, 
Nor toy with Star and Carter; 
Fine Cioaths may hige a foul nſide, 
And vou roy catch a tartar : 
kt rwd-r'4 F.p blow up your Shop, 
Tui! make you melancholy, 
Tun leit ta wit, veu'll die fergot, 

Alas ! pecr Polly. 

SONG 353. 
oe all the Trades from Eat to Weſt, 
he C.bier's paſt contending ; 

He's og in Time to prove the tett, 
Who ev'ry Dav i- mending. 
How great his Praite who can amend 
Ihe Svles of all his Nerghbours 7 
Nor is unminetul of his End, 
But to his Laff ſtill labours. 
SONG 354. 
F all the World's Enie yments 
1rat ever valud ute, 
There wre of dur Emy yments 
W.*! F: ning can compare : 
Serre preach. ( me write, 
S me wear, 1. me fight, 
Ai t ten Lucre « urting; 
But Frr:ing ſt I 
ears off the Lell, 
For Pr fit or for Spheting. 
Tacn who a jolly Filkerman, a Fiſherman would be, 
As Throat muſt ws 
Ji like his Net 
To k keep cut Cel 45 Sea. 


The Country Squire loves running 
A Pack cf we!ll-mouth d Hounds 3 
Another fancioe® cunning 


For Wild-ducks in lus Grouns ; 
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This hunts, that fowls, 
This hauks, Dick bowls, 
No greater Pleaſure withing ; 
But Tom, that tells 
What Sport excels, 
Gives all the Praiie to Fiſhing, 
Then who, &c. 
A good Weſtplalia Cammen 
Is cou::ted Aunty Fare; 

Put what is that io Salmon 
Just taken from the Ware? 
Wheat cars and Quails, 

Cocks, Snipes, and Rails, 


Are priz d while Seaton's lailing 3 


But all muſt top 

To Craw-f:th Socp, 
Or I've no Skill in taſting, 
Then who, &c. 
Keen Hunter: alwars take tro 


Their Prey vith too much Pains 3 


Nay, often bre:ik a Neck too, 
A Pennance tor no Brains: 
They run, they leap, 

Now high, now deepys 
Whilt he that Fiſhing chlules, 
With Eaie may do't, 

Nay more to boot, 
May entertain the Muſcs. 
Then who, &c. 
An tho* fume envious Wranglers 
To jcer us will make bold, 
And laugh at patient Au glers, 
Who ſtand fo long i the Cold: 
They wait on Mis, 
We wait on this, 
And think it eafy _abour ; 
And if you'd know 
Fiſh Pretits too, 
Conrfvl- our Hclagd Neighb our. 
Thea who, &c, 


$ ONG 


oy Un, 
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OF noble Race war Shen, 
O; te Line of Owen iudor 
But bur Retown is fle and g e, 
Sirce cruzi Love ruf. d hur. 
Fair Wu ny's Exes br ght thining, 
Ard h!!y Breafts alluring, 
Por vhighn's Heart, with ful Dart, 
Have wounded, paſt all curing, 
Fur weis the pritncft Fellow, 
At Foor-ba:l, or at Cricket; . 
Ar H np Chice, or Pr'ſon-Baſe, 
Citſtiu how har could K ck it. 
Eur rw all Jv: are fine, 

Ali pale an! wa: hu. Chess to; 
Her Heart ſo ales, hor cuite ferſakes 
Har tlerringe ard hur L cks doo. 

No mo e muſt dear Methet lin 
Be tip dat gol Montige mer; 
Anif Love ſte ſmait en We k more, 
Adieu Cream-chreſe and Flmmery. 
SONG 359. 
"I I'm + the Wemen told. 
Per Anacreen, thou grow'ſt old; 
See he's thy ILrs are falling all! 
„per Anacreon, how they fall! 
Wizther Igo old or po, 
De th EN I &» not know. 
Ths I kn w without being told, 
Ii, Tim: to live if I grow old; 
"Tr Tire ſort Ple:ſures now to take; 
Of Uttle Life the bet to make; 
And manage wiſely the liſt St. ke. 
SONG 3:7. 


On. ponder well! be not ſevere 3 


Sy fave a wretched Wife 
Fer on the Rope that hangs my Dear 
D-rends pour Polly's Lite, 
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O how cowd I venture to fore ene like thee, 

Or thou not contemn a poor Conquett like me; 
On Lords thy Admireis coulift look with Diidain, 
And know I was nothing, yet pity my Pain : 
You ſaid while th y teu d you with Norſenſe and 
When real the Paſſion tlie Vanity's leſs ; | 
You ſaw thro that Silegge ut ch others deſpiſe, 
And while Beaux were talking read Love in my Eyer, 
Oh when ſhall I fold you, and Ki all your Charms, 
Ti l fainting with Pleaſure, I dic in your Arms; 
Thro all the wild Raptures of Extacy tft, 
Till finking together, together we're loſt : 
Oh where is the Maid that like thee nc ei car cloy, 
Whoſe Wit can enliven the dull Pauſe of joy 
And when the ſhort Tranſports ate all at an 
From beautiful Miſtreſs, tura ſenſible Friqnd 


In vain cou'd I praiſe you, or ſtrive to reveal, 
Too nice for Expreſſion what only we fee! ; 
In ali that vou do, in each Look and each Mien, 
The Graces in waiting adorn you unſeen 
When I ſee you, | love you, but hearing 2dore, 
I wonder, ard think you a Woman no more, 
Till mad with admiring, I cannot cont-in, 
And kiſſing thoſe Lips, you grow Weman again. 
With thee in my Boſom, he can I deſpair, 
I'll gaze on thy Beauty, and look away Care; 
I'll ak thy Advice, when with Trouble oppreſt, 
Which never diſpleaſes, yet always is beſt: 
In all that I write, III thy Judgment require, 
Thy Taſte ſhall correct what thy Love did inſpire, 
III kits thee, and preis thee, till Youth is all o cr, 
And then live on Friendſhip, when Paſſion's no te. 
, 
SONG 359. 
./. OH! Jenny, Jenny's where haſt thou been 
Father and Mother are ſeeking for thee ; 
You have been ranting, plaing the Wanton, 
Keeping of Jockey Company, 3 

7 


© + 


1 
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Jiny. Oh! Molly, I've been to hear the Mill clack, 


And grind Grift for the Family; 
Full as it went I ve brought home my Sack, 
Fur the Miller has taken his Toil cf me. 
ix. You hung your Smickets abrcad to bleach, 
Men that was done, where could you be? 
Jerry. I fipt down in the Quickſet-hedye, 
And Jockey the Loon fell after me. 
M.!'y. My Father you told you'd go to Kirk, 
When Pray rs were done, where could you be? 
Znr;. Taking a Kiss of the Parſon and Clerk, 
And of other young Laddies ſome two or three. 
AMeil. Oh! Jenny, Jenny, whar wilt thou do, 
If Belly ſhould well, where wilt thou be? 
Jur. Look to yourielf, for Juckey is true, 
And whilſt Ciapper ges, will take Care of me. 
SONG. 36c. 
O n Wave a Huſband, ah, marry, 
For viy ſhould I longer tarry, 
Fer why ſhonld I longer tarry 
Than other b :ik Girls have done? 
Fr if 1 ty, 
Till T orow grey, 
Ther 1] call me old Maid, 
Ant fuſty old Jade; 
So I'll no longer ta-ry, 
But I'll have a Huſband, ah, marry, 
[t Money will b:y me one. 


My Rlother ſhe favs I'm too coming, 
And ſtill in my Ears the is drumming, 
And Kill in my Fars ſhe is drumming, 
That I ſuch vain Thoughts thould ſhun ; 
My Sitters they cry 
Oh fie ! and ch He! 
But yet I can ſee, 
They're as coming as me; 
So let me have Huſbands in plenty, 
I's rather have twenty times twenty, 
Than die an old Maid undone. 
SONG 
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SONG 351. 
WL eau me to une F 'acctu! Gloom, 


nere R ne ; {$4 « 12 ny Lovers Come * 


5 
Mere the rel Trump te never found, 


B.: utc ce. hal Hatch 5 5 1 wid, 
here wt ne 1th my p uſing Pain, 

Ara noir think or War again 3 

un Clorv can a L ver have 

To wunquer, y-. be ell a Slave? 

SONG 32. 
'T! lead me to fome peoc tal 0m, 
Where none bat honeſt rellow: come ; 
Where Wives loud C ber never found, 
But an eta La TR) poet run nd, 
There let ro: own in Wine my Pain, 

And newer think cf hirn gun: 

Vo aat Cumtort can 24 and Lave, 

To rule tue Houle where he's a Slave ? 

SONG 363. 

O London is a fine Town, aa gallant City, 
Lis ge vern'd by the Seirlet Gown, come len 2 
my bL.:ty, 

This C:tv ha Mavor, this Mor he i: à Lord, 

And govern. th the Citizens all by his CV 14 accor?, 

Uh! Lenden, &c. 

He beafteth his Gentilitv, an.) how nobly he was beth 

His Arms they are three Ox-heacs, and his Creſt 2. 
rant Horn. 

The firit Journey his Lordſhip taker, is to Weſtminſte- 


Hall, 
Attended by twelve Companics, or he m:.it have ther 
Gb ' Lo:don, &. [i 


The Bar ges arc wade fine ard gay, for hus Lordſfiy 2 
the beſt, 

And Dung-bouats and Lighters provided for the reſt: 

Then at the Exchequer he's ſworn upon 4 Shoe-Selt, 

That he will be no wiier Man than his Brel. Joe 

Ch! london, &c. | cult 

The Sword is borne before him up and dou n the dt, 

To fright away the little Boys that laugu at vur L= 
Mayors, 4 


as ber 
| a rafts 


\minfer- 


Oh!] Londen, &c. 
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And when that is ended, home again he comes, 


wich joytul Noiſe upon the Thames of Trumpets and of 
Oh! London, &c. Drums. 
His Lordſhip ands at Black -Fryars, and on along he jogs, 
Attended by his Companies, as hungry as Dogs. 
Then in comes the Carver, and boldly falls to Work, 
With Knite like to a Scimeter, as fierce as any Turk. 
Oh London, &c. 
He hit upan the Gooſe-Bone, and turn d both Edge and 
Point, 
Till he look d upom my Lord-Mayor he could not hit 
the Joint. 
Tuen up came Cuſtard with Twenty-four Nooks, 
As you may find recorded in Johnny Stow's Bookes, 
Oh! London, &c. 
And why it was ſo big, if you would know the Reaſen, 
It was to keep their Chops at work that would be 
prating Treaſon. 
Tnen they go to Greenwich al! in the City Barge, 
And there they have a noble Treat all at the City 
Oh! London, &c. [ Charge, 
And when tacy come to Cuckold's Point, they make a 
gallant Show, 
Their Wives bid the Muſick play Cuckolds all a-row. 
Ihen they go to Paul's Church, ere Morning Prayer 


begins, 
And as they go along the Street, they ſtoop to pick up 
Oh London, &c. [Pins. 
Put if you'd know, I'll tell you the mcral Reaſon of it, 
They that would to Riches grow, muil ſtoop for little 
Pront. 
dy Lord-Mayor rides along the Street like unto a Law- 
maker 
With forty Catch-poles at his Arſe, to proſecute the 
Baker. 
And when he comes to the Baker's Stail, and his 
Bread too light, 
te ſends it home to his own Houſe, to feaſt both Lor 
and Knight, 


Ties 


Se: 
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Then to the Seſſion-Houſe they go, the Seffions there ty 
keep, 
Until that the Recorder comes, they all are faſt aſſeep. 
Oh! London, &c. 
"They call up all their Juries by twelves and by 
And if they hang up no Man, they may go themſelve, 
So then they borrow Boots and Spurs, and out of Town 
To ſee the Bears baited on the Bank-ſfide. + [they nie, 
Oh! London, &c. a 
Ind when that they have done, they all return again, 
Like ſo many Apes on Horſe- back, with cach his golden 
Chain. 
Then to kear a Sermon once a Year he rides unto the 
Spittle, 
And there he fits fall three Hours long, and brings awa 
Uh ! London, &. but little, 


And when that he comes home, he fits down at ts. 


Board, 
And if he has not min d Pyes, his Chear's not worth 1 
T---d. 
My Lady fays unte my Lord, when all the Gueſts ar 
gone 
I dointend To-morrow to invite my Friend Sir John. 
Oh! London, &c. 
For Idon't think it fit always to have Tradeſmen, 
{ pray therefore let me rub in a Courtier now-and-then, 
My Lady boldly aſk'd my Lord what Diſhes ſhe ſhoull 
have, 
To entertain her Friend Sir John, that was ſo fine and 
Oh! London, &c. brate. 
My Lord he nam'd a Calf s-head, at which ſhe mae 2 
iſn 


Piſh, 

And ſaid. ſhe'd have a Turky-cock, "cauſe ſhe low d 
ſtanding Diſh. 

Next, once a Year into Eſſex a hunting they do go, 

To ſee m paſs along, oh! tis a pretty Show! 

Oh ! London, &c. 

Through Cheapſide, and Fenchurch-ftreet, and ſo w 
Aldgate Pump, 

Each Man with's Spurs in's Horſe's Sides, and Back- 
Sword croſs his Rump: Wy 
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M. Lord he takes a Staff in Hand, to beat the Buſhes 
O er, 
I muff confeſs it was a Work he ne er had done betore. 
Oh! Lenden, &c. 
A Creature bounces from a Buſh, which made them ail 
to laugh, 
My Lord he cry'd a Hare, a Hare! but it prov'd an 
Eſſex Cait. 
Ard when they had done their Sport, they came to 
London, where they dwell, 
Their Faces all fo torn and ſcratch' d their Wives fear c 
Oh! Len lon, &c. [knew them well. 
Fer twas a very great Mercy ſo many 'icap'd alive, 
For of twenty Saddles carry'd out, thay brought again 
Oh ! London, &c. [ but fave. 
SONG 364. 
Or n the, Pleaſures of Mankind 
Lore ever is moſt thriving, 
For all Degrees we fee inclin'd 
To Wenching, or to Wiving : 
Sure Jove in ev'ry female Form 
Magnetic Virtue mixes, 
And to one Point this ſecret Charm 
The human Needle fixes. 
The Stripling e er he leaves the School 
Finds Cupid circulati 
From Ovid fetches ev*ry Rule, 
And Love's the cnly Latin : 
In Verſe he chants ſome lovely Maid, 
As ſoon as Muſe can ſtammer, 
And ten to one he proves a Dad, 
E'er he has learn'd his Grammar. 
The. Wretch whom more than threeſcore Years 
Have maim'd, and fumewhat blinded, 
At am' rous Sounds pricks up his Ears, 
Of Hymen's Bliſs reminded ; 
Nor doubts to propagate an Heir, 
Therefore s horn-mad to marry ; 


But were it not tor Spouſe's Care, 


Poor Soul how he'd miſcarry ! 
C2 The 


4 


Oh ! how freſh the Morning Air 
When the Zephyr, ; 
a> the Heifers, 
eir odorif rous Breath eompare : 
Oh! how freſh, &c. charming freſh, &c. 
Oh! how ſweet at Night to dream, 
On moſſy Pillows, 
By the Trillows 
Of a gentle, purling Stream, 
Oh ! how ſweet, &c. charming ſweet, de. 
Oh! how kind the Country Laſs, 
Who, her Cow bilking, 
Leaves off her milking, 
For a green Gown upon the Graſs. 
Oh! how kind, &c. charming kind, “e. 
Oh! how ſweet it is to fpy, 
At the Concluſion, 
Her deep Confuſion, 
Bluſhing Cheeks, and down-caft Eye, 
Oh! bow ſweet, &c. charming feet, &c. 
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Oh the charming Cards and Cream, 
When all is over, 
She gives her Lover, 
Who > ths Skimming-diſh earves her Name: 
Oh! the charming Curds and Cream, 
Charming, charming, &c. 
SONG 366. 
OH what Pleaſures will abound, 
When l' ve got ten thouſand Pound: 
O how courted I ſhall be! 
O what Lords will kneel to me 
Who'll diſpute my 
Wit and Beauty 
When my golden Charms are found ? 
O what F'atrery 
In the Lottery, 
When I've got ten thouſand Pound ' 
SONG 9367. 
Of ! where will you hurry my Dearef, 
Say, lay to what Clime or what Shore? 
You're tearing from me the ſincereſt, 
That ever lov'd Mortal before. 
Ah cruel hard- hearted to preſs him, 
And torce the dear Youth from my Arms ; 
Reſtore him that I may careſs him, 
And ſhield him from future Alarms, 
in vain you intult and deride me, 
And make but a Scoff at my Woes 
You ne er from my Dear ſhall divide me, 
I'll tollow wherever he goes. 
Think not of the mercileſs Ocean 
My Soul any Terror can have; 
For ſoon as the Ship makes its Motion, 
So ſoon ſhall the Sea be my Grave. 


SONG 368. 


W.gow. my poor Huſband, for ever he f 
Alas! alas! alas I am undone 
I figh and I moan, | 
Muft I theſe cold Nights lie alone? 
Alas ! I'm undone, 


C819 I du 
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I did what 1 lift, 
We kiſs d and we kifs'd, 
Till his Vigour he miſs d. 
Till his jolly fat Face grew as ſmall as my Fiſt, 
And his Calves, h s poor Calves, as thin as my Wrif, 
We wrangl'd and jangl'd, when in an ill Mood; 


But a Nights, like two Pigeons, we bill's and we coo'd: 


We whiſk'd and we friſk d, alack and alack 


Why muſt he for ever, why muſt he tor ever now lie a 


has Back ? 
Why muſt he for ever now lie on his Back ? 
_ Widow, why Widow, what makes thee 
lo ſad ? 

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, art thou mad? 

If one Huſband's dead, there are more to be had: 

Come, F Il be thy Honey, leave keeping a Pother ; 

One Man, like one Nail, ſerves to drive out another. 
Widow. How | talk ſo to me? what think you 1": 

wed ? 

"Tis ſcarce a Month yet fince my poor Huſband's dest. 
Rake. A Month! tis an Age; you're mad todeky ; 

Mot Widows now chuſe ere the Funeral Day. 
Wide, Not I, I'll ne'er dot: Id I what val. 

People fay ? : 
Rokr. They'll ſay you're a Woman; come off with 
this Black : : 

Come, come, come, come off, come, come off with thi 

Plack 

See, ſec, . a Shape, here s an Arm, here's a L 

he.e's a Back ; 

I'll get thee with Twins till a hundred and ten. 
Hidteu. You lye ; you will talk at azother Rate d 
Rate. Then try me. 
dest, Leave fooling. 

Rake, III do't by this Kaſs, 
By this, this, and this, I II be hang'd if I mils, 
Hid:w. Lard! Should 1 do this? 
Rake, 'T will eaſe you of Pain. 
H :{xv. Go, go, you're a fad Man; ay, c if raue®i 
do uf you can, ay, do, do, do, Il 
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kill thee with Kindneſs, I'll kill thee with Kindref 
III kill thee, III kill thee, III kill thee, Pl 
Do, do, do, do if you can; ay do, do, do, do, do, do, 
do it you can, 
Kill thee, I'll kill thee with Kindneſs, I'll Kill thee, 
Fl Eill thee, I'll kill thee with Kindnef, 
SONG 369. 
Or Adam, it is true, 
No Care in Eden knew, 
Vet his Sons live more zay and more airy; 
For he tippl d Water, 
While we, who come after, 
Drink Claret and racy Canary. 
Then let each take his Glaſs, 
And drink to his Lafs, 
But ne'er be a Slave unto ather ; 
For they are only wiſe, 
Who both equally prize, 
And join Bacchus and Venus together. 
Whenever thus they meet, 
All our Joys are compleat, 
And our Jullity ne er can expire; 
They our Faculties warm, 
And vs mutuaily charm, 
While each frem the other takes Fire. 


SONG 370. 
Orb Chiron thus preach's to his Pupil Achilles; 
I'll tell you, young Gentleman, what the Fates 
Will is: 
Vou, my Boy, muſt go, 
The Gods will have it ſo, 
To the Siege of Troy, 
Thence never to return to Greece again; 
But before thoſe Walls to be ſlain. 


Let not your noble Courage be caſt down, 
But all the while you lie before the 'Town, 
Drink and drive Care away, drink and be merry 3 


You'll ng" er go the ſooner to the Stygian Ferry. 
SONG 


* 


( 308 ) 
SONG 37. 


ON the Tay's verdant Banks a fair Maid lay reclin's; 


She wept to the Oziers that curl'd to the Wind; 
While Eccho to Sorrow, fo faithtul and kind, 
Ropeated her Plaints for her Jockey, her Jockey, 

Repeated her Plaints for her Jockey. 


Not the Nightingale's Voice was more mournful and 


clear 
When thus ſhe bogan, tis the Loſs of my Dear, 
That from Eyes, ence ſo ſparkling, entorces a Tear, 


The Tear which I drop for young Jockey, young Jockey, 


The Tear which ! drop tor young Jockey, 


The Linnet his Mate chuſes out of the Throng, 
And, when he has won her, fits all the Day long, 
Still proud of his Conqueſt, repeating his Song ; 
Not fo did inconſtant young Jockey, young 

Not fo did inconftant young Jockey. 


He ſwore twas my Beauty his Heart that had won, 
And his Flame was as pure as the Light of the Sun; 
But the Maid that believes, is as ſurely undone, 


For falſe and deceitful's young Jockey, young Jockey, 
For falſe and deceitful's young Jockey. 


SONG 372. 
N every Hill, in every Grove, 
Along the Margin of each Stream, 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my Theme: 
The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain. 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now to the moſſy Cave I fly, 
Where to my Swain I oft have ſung, 
Well pieas 'd the browzing Goats to ſpy, 
As ober the airy Steep they hung. 
The molly Cave, the Goats remain, 
But Pamca there I ſeek in vain. 
Now thro” the rambling Vale I paſs, 
And figh to ſee the well-known Shade. 
Jeep, and kiſs the bending Graſs, 
Where Love and Damgn fondly play d. 
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' The Vale, the Shade, the Grafs remain, 


But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


From Hill, from Dale, each Charm is fled, 
Groves, Flocks, and Fountains, pleaſe no more, 
Each Flower in Pity droops its Head, 5 
All Nature does my Loſs deplore. a 
All, all reprcach the faithleſs Swain, 
Yet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain, 
RxciTATIVE. 
Love, the greateſt Bliſs below, 
How to taſte few Women know; 
Fewer ſtill the Way have hat 
How a fickle Swain to quit. 
Simple Nymph, then learn of me, 
Huw to treat Inconſtancy. 
SONG 373. 


ON; on, my dear Brethren, purſue the great Lecture, 


And refine on the Rules of old Architecture: 
High Honour to Mafons the Craft daily brings, 
To thoſe Brothers of Princes, and Fellows of Kings, 
We drove the rude Vandals and Coths eff the Stage, 
And reviv'd the old Arts of Auguſtus fam d Age; 
And Veſpaſian deſtroy d the vaſt Temple in vain, 
Since ſo many now riſe under Montagu s Reign. 
The noble five Orders, compos'd with fuch Art, 
Shall amaze the ſwift Eye, engage the whole Heart : 
Proportion, ſweet Harmony, gracing the Whole, 
Gives our Work, like the glorious Creation, a Soul. 
Then, Mafter and Brethren, preferve your great Name : 
This Lodge ſo majeftic ſhall parchaſe you Fame; 
Rever'd it ſhall ſtand, till all Nature expire, 
And its Giories ne er fade, till the World's is on Fire. 
See, ſee, behold here what rewards all our Toil, 
Inſpires our Genius, and makes Labour fmile : 
To our Grand- Maſter let a Buraper be crown d. 
To all Maſons a Bumper, fo let it go round. 
Again, py lov'd Brethren, again let it paſs, 
Our antient flrm Union cement with a Glaſs, 
And all the Contention *mongft Maſons ſhall be, 
V ho better can work, or who better agree. 

SONG 
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SONG 374. 
O* the Bank cf a River fo 6eep, 
Whoſe Waters glide filently on, 

Sad Roſalind fat down to weep, 

For Damon, her Lover, was gone : 
The faireft and faithfulleſt the, 

Of all that tripp d over the Plains; 
But alas! the moſt fickle was E. 
Among ail the Shepheres and Swains. 
Down each Cheek ran her Tears in a Stream: 

All his Vows are forgotten, ſhe cries, 
Regarded no more than a Dream, 

Though for him his fond Shepherdeſs dies: 
He's gone, the falſe Creature is gone, 

To deceive ſome freſh Nymph of the Plain, 
Whoſe Fate will, like mine, be to moan 

The Loſs of a perjured Swain. 
Beware, you bright Maidens, beware, 

If my treacherous Shepherd you meet, 
For alas ! he's bewitchingly fair; 


When he ſpeaks, there's no Mufick ſo ſweet : 


As the Spring he is blooming and gay, 
As the Summer delightſome and kind; 
But believe not one Word he can ſay, 
For he's falſe as the wavering Wind. 
Fooliſh Maid! whilſt I thought he was true, 
I ſent up no Looks to the Skies; 
All the Sunſhine or Gloom that I knew, 
Was the Gloom or the Shine of his Eyes. 
He alone was my Joy, and my Care, 
I wiſh'sd for no Heaven above ; 
No Sorrow, no Pain could I fear, 
No Hell, but the Loſs of his Love. 
How fondly endearing was he, 
Till I granted whate'r he defir'd ? 
But, you Virgins, take Warning by me, 
For his Flame from that Moment expir d. 
Now I nc'er ſhall embrace him again, 
He, ungrateful, is flown from my Arms; 
Far away, o'er the flowery Plain, 
And deſpiſes theſe ſullied Charms. 
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dere the Gods have ſome Vengeance in tore, 
For the Breach of thoie Vows which he made, 
Though by him they're remember d no more, 
Than the Wretch who by them was bettay d. 
But forgive him, ye Powers above, 
Though he's falſe, bring no Harm on his Head: 
But crown him with Beauty and Love, 
Long after poor Roſalind's dead. : 
Thus he mourn'd : What a Scene all around | 
The Birds flag their Winęs at her Sighs, 
The Valicys her Sorrows rctuand, 
And the Stream ſhews her blubbercd Eyes: 
All Nature takes part in her Wee, 
A black Cloud o er tac Heaven is ſpread, 
Tie Winds have forgotten to blow, 
And the Willows bend over her Head, 
SONG 375. 
Nee I lov'd a charming Creature, 
But the Flame wita which 1 burn 
, not for each tender Feature, 
Nor for ber W. and ſprightly Turn, 
But for her Do derry, down derry, 
But for her. Down, deriy, down derry. 
On the Craſs I fa lying, 
Strait I feiz'd her terder Waiſt ; 
On her Pack the lay complying, 
With her i.-vely Body plac'd 
Under my Down, &c. 
But the \.vmph being young and tender, 
' _ Cou'd not bear the dreadful Smart, 
till unwiikng to ſurrender, 
| Call'd Mamma to take her Part 


Of her Down, &c. 


Out of Breath, Mamma came running, 
To prevent poor Nancy's Fate ; 

But the Girl, now grown more cunning, 
Cry'd Mamma, you're come too late, 

For I'm Down, &c, 


SONG 
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SONG 375. 
Nce more I'll tune the Vocal Shell, 
To Hills and Dales my Paſſion tell, 
A Flame which Time can never quell 
But burn for thee, my Peggy. 
Yet greater Bards the Lyre ſhould hit, 
For ſay what Subject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling Wit, 
And Bloom of y Peegy. 


The Sun firſt rifing in the Morn, 
That paints the Dew- beſpangl'd Thorn, 
Does not ſo much the Day adorn, 

As does my lovely Peggy. 

And when in Thetis' Lap to reſt 
He ftreaks with Gold the ruddy Weſt, 
She's not ſo beauteous, as undreſt 

Appears my lovely Peggy. 

When Zephyrs, on the Violet blows, 
Or breathes upon the Damaſk Roſe, 
He docs not half the Sweets diſcloſe, 

As does my lovely Peggy. 

1 ftvle a Kiſs, the other Day, 
And truſt me none but Truth I fay, 
The Fragrance of the blooming May, 

Is not fo fweet as Peggy. 

Were ſhe array d in ruſtic Weed, 
With ſhe the bleating Flock I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the Oaken Reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 

With her a Cottage would dclight, 
All's happy when ſhe's in my Sight, 
But when ſhe's gone tis endleſs Night, 

All's dark without my Peggy. 

While Bees from Flow'r to Flow'r ſhall rove, 
And Linnets warble through the Grove, 
Or ſtately Swans the Water love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy. 

And when Death with his pointed Dart 

Shall ſtrike the — rives my Heart, 
Words ſhall be when I depart, 

2 my lovely Peggy. SONe 
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ONE April Ev'ning, when the Sun 
Had journey'd down the Sky, 
Poor Marian with jovleſs Chear, 
Walk d ont moſt heavily. 


Tears trickled down her faded Cheeks, 
Soft Sighs her Boſom heav'sd ; 

Soft Sighs confeſt her inward Woe : 
Alas! ſh'ad been deceiv'd. 

An! what a Wietch am I become, 
Poor luckleſs Laſs ! fad ſhe ; 

The Cowllip, and the Violet's Bloom, 
Have now no Charms for me. 


The ſetting Sun, which decks each Cloud 
With Streaks of purple Dye, 

Brings no Relief to my Diteaſe, 
Nor Pleaſure to my Eye. 

This little River, when I dreſs'd, 
Once ferv'd me for a Glitz; 

And now it ſerves to ſhew how Love 
Has ruin'd this poor Face. 

Hw often, Collin, have you fwere, 
That none vou lov'd but me 

Yet Periur'd now, thoſe Oaths you ſcorn, 
And ſight my Miſery. 

What Charms can happy Mopſa boaſt, 
To change thy faithleſs Ind? 

Wut Beraty more in her, than me, 
Ungrateful ! can' ſt thou find? 

All other Shepherd tlunk me fair; 
But what is that to me, 

The Praiſe of all the neighb'ring Youth ? 
I, hopeleſs, die for thee ! 

Yer I would changes my roly Cheeks, 
Fer Mopfſa's fallow Hue; 

And be content with blubber Lips, 
Since they have Charms for you. 
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Hare I not to!d you twenty times, 
I could not bear Deceit ? 
And who'd have guelſs'd thoſe harmleſs Looks 
Were form'd to hide a Cheat? 
But now, alas! too late I find 
Thoſe Locks have me betray'd ; 
Vet I'll not ſpend my dying Hours 
Thy Falſhood to upbraid. 
But what remaining Breath I have 
Shall intercede with Heav'n, 
That all thy broken Vows to me 
At laſt may be forgiv'n. 
And one ſmall Boon, of thee unkind, 
I, ere 1 die, require; 
Ah! do not thou refuſe to grant 
A Wretch her laſt Deſire. 
When thou with Mopſa ſhalt have fixt 
Thy fatal Marriage-Day, 
Oh! do not o'er my Creen- graſs Grave, 
Inhuman, track thy Way. 
SONG 378. 
ON April Morn, as from the Sea 
Phœbus was juſt appearing; @ 
Damon and Czlia, young and gay, 
Long -ſett!'d Love endearing ; 
Met in a Grove to vent their Spleen 
On Parents unrelenting ; 
He bred of Tory Race had been, 
She of the Tribe Diſſenting. 
Czlia, whoſe Eyes out-ſhone the God 
Newly the Hills adorning ; 
Told 2 Mamma would run ſtark mad, 
She miſſing Prayers that Morning: 
Damon, his Arm around her Waiſt, 
Swore that nought ſhould them ſunder ; 
Should my rough Dad know how Im dleſt, 
*Twould make him roar like 'Thunder. 
Creat ones whom 2 Ambition blind, 
Faction ſtill ſupport it; 
4 vile Money taints the Mind, 
They for Convenience court it 3 


ES © 


SS BB GY Tg . FO 


HE I co WF 


( 315 ) 
But mighty Love, that ſcrrns to ſhew 
ſhould raiſe his Glory, 
Stars he II exalt a Vaſlal true, 
Let him be Whig or Tory. 
SONG 379. 
OE Ev" ning having loſt my Way, 
By chance I came into a Wood, 
Sol had been very hot that Day ; 
I under a Covert ftcod : 
Long Time I had not tarry'd there, 
Before I heard a Ruſtling nigh, 
A Female Voice faid, ftay my Dear ; 
The Man cry'd, Zoons, not I. 
Den't offer to hold me, but let go my Hand, 
Thou'ſ tore off a Button, and rumpl'd my Band; 
W Le let me goo, for I wonna be fool's by 
thee. 
Theſe Words, 1 own, did make me ſta: , 
No Perſon being to be feen ; 
When thro' the Leaves a Damſel fait 
I ſpy'd lying on the Green. 
A lofty Clown did by her ftand, 
Endeavouring for to get away; 
The Laſs as ſtrongly held Eis Hand, 
And thus to him did fay: 
My deareft ſweet Dicky, why wilt thou be 
So croſs and fo cruel unto me, 
When thou know I love, I languiſh, I figh, I die for 
thee ? 
And tnen the Tears did trickle down 
From ker bright Eves exceeding ſaſt: 
The Sight of which ſo mov'd the Clown, 
He ſtood like one aghaſt. 
Why wilt thou, Jcany, tempt me ſo, 
Mayhaps we may a young one get, 
Then 1 muſt for a Soldier go, 
And thou know ſt I hate to fight. 
My. deareſt, my Dicky, be rul'd by me, 
They neither ſhall preſs thee by Land nor by Sea, 
But love me, deareſt Dicky, and I'll ſave thee from the 
Wars, Ddz At 
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A: this the Clown began to rin, 
And learingly en her then did look; 
An after Loving uip'd bis Chin 
From her lat Lips a Kiis he tock. 
And wilt thou hen, ni deareſt ſoan, 
Secure me that l than t be preſt, 
It ©, 1 wih ve two wee dne, 
Ah Duky?! then I am Vick, 
She pull d him dove by her, ſaying, be nct afraid, 
Coda] who cou d deny fo charming a Maid? 
Such Breaſts, tuch Lips, fuck Eyes, wou'd charm a me» 
dern Saint. 
V you but ſern with how much Art 
She manag'e him in Love's Conteſt, 
Ard how well Dicky play d his Part, 
Yer 'd ſwear that earth lov'd other beſt, 
New b th agrer to reſt awlile, 
Being tired with (atieam Delight; 
She icon reviy d m with a Emile, 
And Dicky then rerew'd the Fut. 
dle hugg'd kim, Tic kiſs'd him from Head to Heel, 
Sach ſoy and ſuch ; rantpert the Clown did ne'er feel, 
My Lear, my Joan, he cry d, I never can trem thee part, 
"They tcy'd while they cou'd, and they both conſent, 
To mcet the neut Ev*nirg ; fo heme ti:cy went, 
Dick scar: no prefiing new, and Joan las her Longg 
lav d. 
SONG 380. 
O jong Wu itſun Holiday, 
L!olidav, Holiday, *twas a jolly Day, 
Young Ralph, burom Phillida, 
Ph:iilida, a-well-a-day ! 
Met in the Peale : 
They lonz had Community, 
fie lov'd her, ſhe lov'd him, 
Toy:ul Unity, ncught but Opportunity 
Scanting, was wanting, 
Their Boſoms to eaſe. 
But now Fortune's Cruelty, 
Cruelty, you will fee ; for as they lie 
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In cloſe Hug, Sir Domini, 
Gemini ! Gemini 
Chanc'd to come by, 
He read Prayers in the Family, 
No = wy s a Lye, 
They, ſcar d at old Homily 
Homily, Homily, | ” 
Both away fly. 
Home, ſoon as he ſaw the Sight, 
Full of Spite as a Kite, runs the Rechabite, 
Like a noiſy Hypocrite, 
Hypocrite, Hypocrite, 
Miſchief to fay. 
Save he would fair Phillida, 
Phillida, Phillida, dreſt that Holiday, 
But poor Ralph, ah ! well-a-day, 
Well-a-day, well-a-day ! 
Turn'd was away. 
Adinigs ! cries Sir Domini, 
Gemini! Gemini ! ſhall a Rogue ſtav, 
To baulk me, as commonly, 
Commoniy, commonly, 
Has been his way : 
No, I ſerve the Family, 
They know nought to blame me by, 
| read Prayers and Homily, 
Homily, Homily, 
times a Day. 
SONG 38. 
ONE Night in my Ramble I chanced to ſee 
A Thing like a Spirit it frightened me ; 
I cock'd up my Hat, and reſolv d to look big, 
And ſtrait fell a tuning the Iriſh Jig. 
The Devil drew nearer and nearer ; in ſhort. 
I found it was one of the Petticoat Sort: 
My Fears being over, I car'd not a Fig, 
But ſtill I kept taning the Iriſh Jig. 


I toid 


( 318 ) 
F tol.] her I'd give her a Whip for her Gig, 
And a Scourge to the Tune of the Irith Jig. 
Then nuthing but dancing our Fancy could pleaſe, 
We lay on the Grafts, and danc'd at our Eaſe; 
I down d with my B---£, and off with my Wig, 
And we fell a dancing the Iriſh Jig. 
I thank you, kind Sir, for your Kindneſs, ſaid ſhe, 
The Scholar's as wiſe as the Mafter can be; 
For if you ſhculd chance to get me a Kid, 
II lay the poor Brat to the Irith Jig. 
The Dance being ended, as vou may ſay, 
We role by Cœnſent, and we buth went away ; 
I put on my Cloaths, and left her to grow big, 
A. fo went away roaring the Iriſh Jig. 
SONG 382. 
QEX ch is a fad Slut! nor heeds what we taught 
ker, 
I wonder any Man alive will ever rear a Daugliter! 
For ihe muſt have both Hoods and Gowns, 
And Hoops to ſwell her Pride, 
With Scarfs and Stays, and Gloves and Lace; 
And ſhe will have Men beſide ; 
And when ſhe's dteſt with Care and Coſt, 
All tempting fine and gav, 
As Men ſhould ſerve 1 Cucumber, 
She fiings herſelf away. 
Our Polly is a fad Slut, &c. 
NE Summer's Eve, as Strephon rov'd, . \% 
Wirapt up in Thought profound 
Surpriz d, he ſaw his beſt belov'd, 
Lie ſlecping en the Ground. 
Awake, my pretty Sleeper wake: 
Awake to Strephon's Call: 
Be careful for your Lover's Sake, 
"Tis Night, the Dew-drops fall. 
Then to her Cheeks his Lips he laid, 
And gently ſtole a Kiſs ; 
he Rill ſiept cn, Le not diſmay d, 
Repeats the tranſient Bluis ; 
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The wakes, and thus, with angry Tone, 
Away, away, ſhe cries ! 
Then ftalt'rinz, bids the Swain be gone, 
Then ſigh'd, and clos'd her Eyes. 
Tho' cruel are ycur Words, ſweet Maid, 
Can Sighs proceed from Hate ? 
My Doubts are gone, then down he laid, 
R:ſo'v'd to ſhare her Fate. 
Detended from the noxious Air, 
Within his Arm, ſhe lay, 
And tho the Swain oft wak'd the Fair, 
She ſaid no more till Day. 
SONG 384. 
O ary? ſoft in Feature, 
I've been at dear Vauxhall; 
No Paradiſe is ſu eeter, 
Not that they Eden call: 
At Night ſuch new Vagaries, 
Such gay and harmleſs Sport; 
All look'd like Giant Fairies, 
And this their Monarch's Court. 
Methought, when firſt I enter d, 
Such Splendors round me ſhone, 
Into a World J ventur'd 
Where roſe another Sun ; 
Whilſt Mufick, never cloying, 
As Sky-Larks ſweet 1 hear 
The Sounds I'm fill enjoying, 
They always ſooth my Ear. 
Here Paintings, ſweetly glowing, 
Vhere-e'er our Glances fall; 
Here Colours, Life beſtowing, 
Bedeck this Greenwood -Hall : 
The King there dubs a Farmer, 
There John his Doxy loves; 
But my Delight's the Charmer, 
Who fteals a Pair of Gloves. 
As ſtill amaz'd, I'm ftraying 
O'er this inchanted Grove, 
I 'ipy a Harper playing 
All in his proud Alcove 3 
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1 doff my Hat, deſiring 
He'd tune up Buxom Joan : 
But what was I admiring ? 
Odzooks ! a Man of 


But now the Tables ſpreading, 
They all fall too with Glee; 
Not e en at Squire s fine Wedding, 

Such Daintics did I fee ; 

I long'd (poor ſtarv ling Rover) 
But none heed Country Elves ; 
Theſe Folk with Lace dawb'd o'er, 

Love only dear themſelves. 
Thus whilſt, midſt Joys abounding 
As Graſhoppers, they're gay; 

At diſtance, Crouds furronnding 
The Lady of the May : 

The Man 1'th' Moon tweer'd lily, 
Soft twinklng thro! the Trees; 

As tho* twould pleaſe him highly 
To taſte Del;ghts like theſe. 

SONG 385. 

PHillis, as as her Wine the fipp'd in, 
Gaily talking with her Wh 

Into ber Hand he lily flipp'd in 

Tall, lal, lal, lal, 


To the Port I hope to gain. 
Hearts you take delight in ftealing, 
Of new Conqueſts ftill are vain ; 
Torture others, whilſt I'm feeling 
Tal, lal, &c. 
Pleaſure that is void of Pain. 
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Won at length, ſhe liſten'd kindly, 

And from Love could not refrain ; 
Þ in the Nick the Nymph was finely 

Tal, Jal, &c. 
Fitted for her cold Diſdain. 
SONG 3856. 
Pulis deſpiſe not your faithful Lover, 
Play not the Tyrant, becauſe you are Fair; 

Beauty will fade, my charming Maid, 

juſt as the Lilly, my beautiful Philly, 

Ceaſe to prove coy, ſmile on the Boy, 
Grant him the Bleſſing he longs to enjoy. 
Crowns are but Trifles, compar'd with my Philly : 

Who can behold her, and not be enflav'd ? 
Angel Divine ! wert thou but mine: 

Pity my Story, I laugh at all Glory, 

He-e I proteſt on thy dear Breaft, 

With thee in a Cottage I'd think myſelf hleſt. 

SONG 5337. 

Pills , the lovely, the charming, and fair, 
Pity your Strephon, that loves to deſpair, 

Pity, dear Nymph, a poor languiſhing Swain, 

And doom nut the Hopes of a Lover in vain. 

Cupid, direct her, and make her inclin d, 

Tell her, her Strephon will ever be kind, 

Tell her, he larguiſhes, tell her, he dies, 

And waits the Phyſician that dwells in her Eyes. 


Crowns are but Trifles to Phillis's Charms, 
Cupid, convey her ſecure to my Arms: 
Then may bleſs'd Strephon for ever remain 
The nit in a Cottage, a happy young Swain. 
SONG 388. 
POOR Sawney had marry'd a Wife, 
And he knew not what to do with her ; 

For ſhe'd eat more Barley-bread, 

Than he knew how to give her : 
We'll all ſup together, we'll all ſup together, 
We'll make no more Beds than one, 
Till Jove tends warmer Weather, 
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We 18 we' all lig together 
We'll make no more Beds than one, a 
Till Jove ſends warmer Weather. 
We'll put the Sbeep's-head in the Pot, 
The Wool and the Horns together; 
And we will make Broth of that, 
And we'll all ſup together, 
We'll all fup together, &c. 
The Wool ſhall thicken the Broth, 
The Horns ſhall ſerve for Bread : 
By this you may underftand 
| The Virtue that's in a Sheep's- head: 
And we'll all ſup together, &c. 
Some ſhall lig at the Head, 
And fome ſhall lig at the Feet; 
Miſs Cuddy wou'd lig in the Middle, 
Becauſe ſhe'd have all the Sheet : 
We'll all lig together, &c. 
Miſs C got up in the Loft, 
3 — fain have been at her, 
Miſs Cuddy fell down in her Smock, 
And made the Glaſs Windows to clat ter; 
We'll all lig together, &c. 
The Bride ſhe went to Bed, 
The Bridegroom followed after, 
The Fidler crept in at the Feet, 
And they all ligg d together: 
We'll all lig together, &c. 
SONG 389. 
Petty Parrot, ſay, when I was away, 
And in dull Abſence paſs'd the Day, 
What at Home was doing? 
With Chat and Play, 


Good Cheer and Mirth renewing ; 


Singing, laughing all, like pretty, pretty Poll. 


Was no Fop ſo rude, boldly to intrude, 
And like a ſaucy Lover wou d 
Court, and tcaze my Lady ? 
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A Thing you knew, 
Made tor Show, 
Call'd a Beau, 
Near her was always ready, 


Fret, ever at her Call, like pretty, pretty Poll. 
Tell me, with what Air, he approach'd the Fair, 
And how the could with Patience bear 
All he did and utter'd? 

He ftill addreſs d, 

Still careſs'd, 

Kiss d and prefs'd ; ; 

Sung, prattled, laugh d, and latter d 3 
Well receiv'd in all, like pretty, pretty Polly. 
Did he go away, at the Cloſe of Day, 

Or did he ever uſe to ſtay 

In a Corner dodging ? 

The want of Light, 
When twas Night, 
Spoil'd my Sight; 

But 1 believe his Lodgi ging 

Was within her Call, like pretty, pretty Poll, 


SONG 390. 
Rithee Friend leave off thy Thinking, 
Caſt thy Cares and Le away; 
Troubles fill are drown'u in Drinking, 
Do not, do not, then delay; 
Bacchus cares not for thy Will, 
But will have us drinking till. 
Do but view this Glaſs of Claret, 
How i ting y it looks 
Drink it cl. y, or yo Il mar it, 
Pox ef Fgliting, cr of Books: 
Let u have g od Store of Wine, 
Hang him then that r pine. 
Cal! the U..wer, bid him fill it 
As full as ever it can hold: 
0 take heed you do n-t ſpill it, 
"Tis more precious far than Gold ; 
Let us drink, and then twill prove, 
Drink is better Spart than Love, 
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SONG 391. | 
Retty Wanton, come away, | 
Lovers Month is always May ; 
Long have I, too long to lay, 
Su d the wanton Thing to play z 
But, alas! and well a-day, 
When I ſuc, you cry me nay, 
When I ſue, &c, 
To requite my ling'ring Stay, 
Pay me now or never pay; 
Nature ſmiles, and all is gav, 
All is deck'd in beſt Array ; 
Pretty Wanton, come away, 
Let us love the Month of May, 
Let us, &c. 
Little Wanton, let us rove 
Thro' the fragrant Myrtle Grove; 
There to hear the Turtle-Dove 
Cooing Sonnets to 1ts Love ; 
Every Turtle equals Jove, 
1 Tho' the God for Beauty ftrove, 
Tho' the God, &c. | 


| Let us then cur Times improve, 

| Sonnets may your Scorn remove, 

| Coy neſs derh not thee behove. 

Wear the Wreath a Shepherd wove, 

Little Wantun ! let us rove, 

Thro' the fragrant Myrtle Grove, 
Thro' the fragrant, &c. 

Prithee, Wanton, come away, 

Slight not Love with cold Delay ; 

Every Field is green and gay, 

Every Hawthorn's crown'd with May ; 

— Birds, on ev'ry Spray, | 

arbie out the live-long Day, | 

Warble, &c. 

Every Swain, in Shepherd's Grey, 

Tunes his fav'rite Roundelay ; 
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Tender Lambkins ſportive ſtray, 
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2 — we'll ſurpaſs the Gods in 


To bleſs her fond Amintor's Side, 
To bleſs her fond Amintor's Side. 
The Sun, in his extenfive Round, 
Ne'er faw fo ſweet, fo fair a Bride, 
Ne'er ſaw fo ſweet, io fair > Bride. 
Pofora. If to be true is fweet and fair, 
Paſtora with Lucinda vies, 
Paſtora, &c. | 
And ſweeter the, than is the Air, 
That fleets beneath Arabian Skies, 
That fleets, &c. 
dnintor. The Fields and Groves, each Hill and Vale, 
Have witneſs d to my faithful Vow ; 
Have, &c. 
Long had I figh'd my am'rous Tale, 
But every Care's requited now, 


But 
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Ft. 4. V. it!. vita Blilr, | f Car rep ese 
l Wh: to the N mph 1 told dete, 
What to the, &c. 
For thee mi tender Heart does beat, | 
Potiefs d ot thee, I atk no more 
Poſlcis d of thee, I atk, &c. 
Artintor , Thus with this Wreath I crown thy Brows, 
And with thts Kiſs my Love I ſeal, 
And with this Kits, &c. 
And may I, when I break my Vows, 
\ The Pang of tortur'd Lovers tcel, 
The Pangs, &c. 
P. Hera. Should I, ungrateful to my Swain, — 
Act him with domeſtic Striſe, 
AM:& him, &c. 
May I be driven from the Plain, 
By everv virtuous Maid and Wife, 
By every virtuous Maid and Wife. 
SONG 5394. 
Reach not me your muſty Rules, 
Ye Drones that mould in idle Cell ; 
The Heart is wiſer than the Schools, 
The Senſes always reaſon well. 


If ſhort my Span, I leſs can ſpare 
To paſs a fingle Pleaſure by ; 
An Hour is long, if loſt in Care, 
They only live, who Life enjoy. 
SONG 395. 
REmerber, Damon, you did tell, 
In Chaſtity you lov'd me well ; 
But now, alas! I am undone, 
And here am left to make my Moan, 
Ho, ho, rah, in Amburah, 
Ho, and ho, derry 
Hi, and hi, derry, 
Ho--- derry, derry, derry, derry, Amburah. 
To doleful Shades I will remove, 
Since I'm deſpis d by him I love, 
Where poor forſaken Nymphs are ſeen, 
In lonely Walks of Willow- green. 
Ho, ho, rah, &c, Vpea 
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Urn my Dar's deiuiing I. nge 

Such feit prefrative Language ings 

hat when his Words had Silence broke, 

Yu weon'd have thought an Angel icke. 
Ho, ho, rah, &c. 

Too happy Nymph, whoe er fe be, 

It mw eos my charming Leg 

For. ch! I] Rar it to wy Cn, 

Sn ae found the Fleart ti.at I have leck. 
io. ho, reh, &c. 

Fh the fawef F. Wer on Farth;, 

A Smke may I've, or take its Birth ; 

So h fife Brent conceal it aud 

His Fieztt, the Snake that there hes his. 
Ho, ho, rah, &c. 

'Tis falſe, who favs we happy ere. 

$j=ce Men delight our Hearts tentnare: 

In Man no Woman can be bieſt, 

There Vows are Wind, their Love's a Jett. 
Ho, ho, rah, &c. 

Ye Ge's, in Pity to my Grief, 

Send me my Dimen, or Reliet; 

Return that wild del cious Poy, 

Whem once I thought my Spring of Joy. 
Ho, ho, rah, &c. 

P:it, whilit Im begging of this Bliſs, 

Methinxs J hear you aiſwering th:s 5 

Whom Daraon has enjoy'd, he thes, 

Who ſees him loves, who loves him, dies. 
Ro, ho, rah, &c. 

There's net a Bird that hawnts this Grove, 

But is a Witneſs cf my Love; 

Echo repeats my plaintive Moans, a 

The Waters imitate my Groans. 

The Trees their bending Boughs recline, 

And drocp their Heads, as 1 do mine. 
Ho, hs, rah, &&. 
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SONG 396. | 
R Efrrain'd from the Sight of my Dear, 
No Object with Pleaſure I fee, 
"Pho" Thoufands all round me appear, 
The World's but a Deſart to me: 
ver Morning her Charms to ſurvey 
Sol's Abſence I'd gladly excuſe ; 
"Tis her Eyes that reſtore me the Day, 
Tis Night when their Luſtre I loſe. 
In vain are the Verdures of Spring, 
The Fields dreft fo bloomingly gay ; 
The Birds that delightfully fing 
Delight not when Celia's away : 
Oh ! give the dear Nymph to my Arms, 
And the Seaſons unheeded may roll; 
Her Preſence like Midſummer warms, 
Her Abſence out-treezes the Pole. 
Reclin'd by ſoft murmuring Streams, 
3 weeping diſburthen my Care, 
J tell to the Rocks my fond Themes, 
Whoſe Echoes but fourh my Deiparr : 
Ye Streams that foft- murmur ing flow, 
Convey to my Love ev'ry Tear ; 
Ye Rocks that reſound with my Woe, 
Repeat my Complaints in her Ear. 
© tel! her 1 languiſhing he 
In the midſt of Life's vigorous Bloom, 
That *tis only herſelf can ſupply 
The Cure that retrieves from the Tomb: 
And if the dea Charmer ſhall deign 
To equal my amorous Fire, 
That Moment will eaſe all my Pain, 
New Life and new Pleaſure inſpire. 
SONG 397. 
R Eturn, return, my lovely Nymph, 
For Summer's Pleaſure's now will fade: 
The trembling Leaves begin to drop, 
All Nature ſeems as if decay'd, 
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T harmonious Nightingale's retir'd, 
Th' Approach of wint'ry Nights to mourn ; 
The Lark forgets to mount the Sky ; 
Al! lovely Celia, quick return. 
The bluſhing Roſe's Charms decay, 
The Lilly droops its lovely Head : 
Sweet winding Thames, begins to ſwell, 
And viſit th“ untrequented Mead. 
The Shepherd's Pipe neglected lies, 
The Vallies now no more delight: 
Soft pleafing Scenes of Country Life 
Have taken to their annual Flight. 
SONG 398. 
ING, ring the Bar-bell of the World, 
Great Bacchus calls for Wine ; 
Haſte, pierce the Glube, its Juices drain, 
To whet him ere he dine, 
Have you not heard the Bottle cluck, 
When firſt you have pour'd it forth ? 
The Globe ſhall cluck, as ſoon as tapp'd, 
To brood ſuch Sons of Worth. 

When this World's out, more World's we'll have: 
Who dare oppoſe the Call? 

It we had twice ten thouſand Worlds, 
Ere Night we'd drink them all, 


See, ſce our Drawer Atlas comes, 
His Caſk upon his Back ; 

Haſte drink and ſwill, let's booze amain, 
Till all our Girdles crack. 

Apollo cry d, let's drink amain, 
Leſt Time ſhould go aftray. 

| We'll make Time drunk, the reſt reply d, 

We Gods can make a Day. 


' Brave Hercules, who took the Hint, 
Required Time to drink, 
And made him gorge ſuch Portiozs down, 
That Time forgot to think. 
Unthinking Time thus overcome, 
And nonplus'd in the Vaſt, 
V | Diffolv'd in the Ethereal World, 


Sith d, languiſh'd, groan'd his lad. Eeg Now 
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Now Time's no more, let's drink away? 
Hang flinching, make no Words ; 
Like true- born Bacchanalian Souls, 
We'll get as drunk as Lords. 
SONG 399. 
84D Mucidora, all in Woe, 
A filent Grotto feeks ; | 
No more hertelf on Plains does ſhow, 
But mourning, thus he ſpeaks : 
Why was I born of high Degree? 
An humble Shepherdeſs 
Had been far happier for me, 
Then all this gaudy Dreſs. 
A ſumptuous Palace full of Joy, 
To me a Dungeon is; 
And all that Mirth does me annoy, 
Who know no Thought of Bliſs : 
Then, wrapt in Grief, the lovely Maid 
Retir'd from all the 
And on a Bank reclin'd her Head, 
While Tears ran trickling, trickling down. 
SONG oo. i 
SAVE Women and Wine, there is nothing in Life 
That can bribe honeſt Souls to endure it: 
When the Heart is perplex'd, and ſurrounded with Care, 
Dear Women and Wine only cure it, 
Dear Women, &c. 


| 
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SONG 401. 
GAYS my Uncle, I pray now di 
What has been the Cauſe of your Woes, 
That you pine and you wine like a Lover ? 
I've ſeen Molly Mog of the Roſe. 
O Nephew ! your Grief is but Folly, 
In Town you may find better Prog; 
Half a Crown there will get you a Molly, 
A Molly much better than Mog. 
The School-boy's Delight is a Play-day, 
The School-maſter's Joy is to flog, 
A Fop's the Delight of a Lady, 
But mine is in ſweet Molly Meg. 
Will o'Whiſp leads the Trav'ler a-gadding 
Thro' Ditch, and thro' Quagmire and Bog; 
But no Light can e'er ſet me a madding, 
But the Eyes of my ſweet Molly Mog. 
For Guineas in other Men's Breeches 
Your Gamefters will paum and will cog ; 
But I envy them ncne of their Riches, 
So I paum my ſweet Molly Mog. 
The Heart that's half-wounded is 
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For thoſe Face: want Nature and Spirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a Log; 
Juno, Venns, and Pallas's Merit, 
Unite in my ſwert Molly Moy. 
Were Virgil alive with his Phillis, 
And wnting another Eclogue, 
Both his Phillis and fair Ama: illis 
He'd give for my ſweet Molly Mog. 
When Molly comes up with the Liquor, 
Then Jealouſy fets me a-gog, 
To be ſure ſhe's a Bit for the Vicar, 
And ſo I ſhall loſe Molly Mog. 
SONG 22. 
SA Roger to Will, both our Teams ſhall lie fill, 
No Hay ſhall be carry d to make the Mow ; 
For what e er betide, we muſt ſee the new Bride, 
And the Lads and the Laſſes, and all the Show; 
Svch fine Folk never were ſeen, 
Fer ali the Country comes in: 
To- day let's leave our Hoy-gee-hca. 
There's Flaxen, and Brown, and Slim, and full grown, 
There's Tall for your Liking, and others Low; 
"There's ſome that can ſkip, and there's others can trip, 
There's grey Eyes, and hazel, and black as a Sloe; 
There's Looks fo pleafirg and kind, 
They're ſure all, all of one Mind: 
Zooks ! think no more then of Hoy-gce- hoa. 
There's Widows and Maids, with their high-cocking 
Heads, 
Tho' ſome are unſkilful, yet others know; 
There's Batchelors briſk, who can caper and friſk, 
And the Art of fine footing can nimbly ſhow : 
When Blood warms, Matches are made, 
Thus on goes Love's jolly Trade : 
Then who'd be ſweating at Hoy-gee-hoa ? 
SONG 403. 
SEE from the ſilent Grove Alexis flies, 
And fecks with ever-pleafing Art, 
To caſe the Pain which lovely Eyes 
Created in bis Heart. 
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To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving Airs, 
Ws I the Swain addrefs'd his 
y'rs : 
Charming Sounds that ſweetly languiſh, 
Mufick, oh compoſe my Anguiſh ! 
Ev'ry Paſſion yields to thee : 
Phabus, quickly then relieve me; 
Cupid ſhall no more deceive me, 
Pl to ſprightlier Joys be free. 
Apollo heard the fooliſh Swain ; 
He knew, when Daphne once he lov d, 
How weak t'aſſuage an amorous Pain, 
His own harmonious Harp had prov'd, 
And all his healing Herbs how vain. 
Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking Strings, 
Preluding to his Voice, and fings : 
Sounds, tho“ charming, can't relieve thee 3 
Do not, Shepnerd, then deceive thee ; 
If the tender Maid believe thee, 
Soft Relenting. 
Kind Conſenting, 
Will alone thy Pain remove. 
SONG 404. 
GEE, Sirs, ſee here ! a Doctor rare, 
Who travels much at home ! 
Here take my Pills, they cure all Ills, 
Paſt, preſent, and to come; 
The Cramp, the Stitch, the Squirt, the Itch, 
The Cout, the Stone, the Pox, 
The Mulligrubs, the bonny Scrubs, 
And all Pandora's Box. 
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Let the Crinkums break ye, 
Let the Marrain take ze, 
Take this, take this, and you are well, 
Thouſands, &c. 


Come Wits ſo keen, devonr'd with Spleen, 
And Beaus who have ſprain'd your Backs, 


Big -beily'd Medes, old founder'd Jades, 
And pepper a vizard Cracks ; 

I focn remove the Pains of Lore, 
Ard cure the Love-f::k Maid, 


The Your, th! 1.4, the not, the Cold, 


The Living, and the Dead; 

I clear the Laſs with Wainſcot Face, 

And from Pimgen:zets free, 

Plump L1 ites red Ihñe Saracen's Head, 

With t ping Ra alee, 

This with a jirk will do your Work, 

Ard ſcour ye o'er ard vcr; 

Read, ju ye and try; a ir vou die, 

Never hellere me m..c. 

SOVG zo 
Fall I. waſt:g in De reis, 

Die b-cauie a Woman's tair? 
Shall my _h-eks look pale with Care, 
*Canſe another's rofy are? 

Re ſhe fairer than the Day, 
Or the flow Nals in May; 
Yet if ſhe think not well of me, 

What care 1 how fair ſhe be! 
Shall a Woman's Cocdneſs me 
Me to periſh for her L ve ? 

Or, her worthy Merit known, 
Make me quite forget my own ? 
Be ſhe with that Govdne!s bleſt, 
As may merit Name the beſt ; 
Vet it the be not ſich to me, 
What care I how ccd ſhe be 
Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
J will never more deſpair; 
If the loves me, this believe, 


J will die ere ſhe ſhall grieve ; 
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de flight me when I woo, 
I wiil ſcern, and let her go: 
It ſne be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom the be. 


SONG 406. 

IHE tells me with Claret ſne cannot agree, 

And ſhe thinks of a Hegſhead hene er the ſees me; 
For I ſmell like a Beaſt, and therefore muſt I 

Refolve to forſake her, or Claret deny. 

Mutt I leave my dearBottle,that was always my Friend? 
And hope will continue fo to my Lite"s-end ? 
Mui I leave it for her? Tis a very hard Taſk ! 
Lit her go to the Devil, to the Devil: Bring t'other 

whole Flaſk. 

Had the tax'd me with Gaming, and bid me forbear, 
'Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her an Ear: 
Hes the found out my Sally, up three Pair of Stairs, 
I had banl';'d her, and gone to St. James's to Pray'rs ; 
Had the bid me read Homihes three times a-day, 
She perhaps had been humour d, with little to ſay: 
Bat at Night to deny me my Bottle of Red, 
Let her go to the Devil, there s no more to be ſaid, 


SONG 40. 
Slace now the World's turn d upſide down, 
And ail Things change in Nature; 
As if a Dcubt were newly grown, 
We had the ſame Creator: 
Of ancier Nudes and former Ways, 
PI! teach you, Sirs, the Manner, 
In good Queen Beſs's golden Days, 
When I was Dame of Honour, 
I had an ancient noble Seat, 
Tho* now tis come to Ruin; 
Where Mutton, Beef, and ſuch gocd Meat, 
In th' 1. a | were daily chewing: 
Of humming Beer my Cellar full, 
I vas the yearly Donor; 
| Where toping Knaves had made a Pull, 
When I was, &c. 
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My Men of home-ſpun honeſt Greys, 
Had Coats and comely Badges ; 

They wore no dirty ragged Lace, 
Nor e'er complain'd for Wages : 

For gaudy Fringe, and Silks o'th* Town, 
I fear'd no threatning Dunner ; 

But wore a decent Grogram Gown, 
When I was, &c. 


er made Debauch, 
like a toping Gunner, 
Mercer ſeize my Coach, 


(>. 
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SONG 488. 


L. Ilnce Times are ſo bad, I muſt tell the Swem- ! 
Heart, 

I'm thinking to leave off my Plough and my Cart, 

And to the tair City a Journey I'll go, 

To better my Fortune, as other Folks do; 

Sate lame have from Ditches, and coarſe leathern 
Breeches, 

Been rais d to be Rulers, and wallow'd in Riches, 

Pritheꝝ come, come, come, come from thy Wheel; 

For it the Gypſies don t lie, 

] 1ka!l le a Governor too, ere I die. 

See. Ah! Collin! by all thy late Doings T find, 

With Sorrow and Trouble, the Pride of thy Mind; 

Our Sheep they at random diſorderly run, 

And now Sunday's Ja. ket goes ev ry Day on: 

An! what d-& thou, what doſt thou, what doſt thou 
mean? 

E. To make my Shoes clean, 

Ant font it to Court, to the King and the Queen, 

Waere hewing my; Parts, I Preterment ſhail win, 

$92, Fre ! "ris better for us to piough and to ſpin : 

For, as to the Court, uhen thou happen it to try, 

Th»: it find nothing got there, unl 1; thou can'tt buy; 

Fr Monev, the Devil and 2!!'s to be found ; 

Tlere's no good Parts minded, withoug the good Pound. 

Il. Why, then UI take Arms, and follow Alarms, 

Hunt Honour, that now-a-diys plagaily charms, 

d. And ſo loſe a Limb, by a Shot or a Blow, 

And curſe thyſelf after, for leaving the Plouga, 

H:, Suppoſe I turn Cameſter. Se. So cheat, and be 
bang d. 

E. What think ſt of the Road then ? She, The high 
Way to be hang' d. 

H. Nice Pimping, however, yields Profit for Lice, 

Il hely ſome fine Lord to another s fine Wife, 

392, That's dangerous too, among the Town-Crew, 

Fer ſome of em will do the ſame thing by you; 

and then 1 to cuckold you may be drawn in: 

faith, Collin, ti better I lit ** and ipin. 

F 


J. 
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. WW! nothing prefer ne? What think'ſt of the 
Le 


. 
«+. +» 


ee. Un! with vou live, Collin, keep out ef that 


4. Ti. com and I' pray. . There's nought got 
at Mey ; 

Idee“ no oze minds new what thoſe black Catt'e 
ſay. 

Let 2'! var whole Care be our farming Afir, 

. 1 m3xe our Corn grow, and our Apple-trecs bear 

Sos NCC SA Itade no Contentn.ent can How, 

S Item Dif tk, He, And lit my Plough, 


. Let al chr v.!.cle Care be our farming Atar, 
rolle ur Corn grow, and our Applc-trecs bear. 
Anbei, a Trace no Contentmeut can ſlie w; 

. IC n to my Daa. Jie. Aud Lu to my 
Plouzl, 


Who cen drink, and tt be nad, 

Vine io der, and yet ſo bai? 

, nuch Nie, and Air  fimeaky, 

het to ſt-g., and this to choral ye 3 

7 , 

Var fo ſe zk, falſe, and rude; 

Ncrophs ſo yourg, end vet fo lewd. 
* 


* 
* 


8 
I 


play, we're ſure cf lefnag; 
de, cur Doom we're chaling: : 
the Lian -hcuſ2 teiicus Sport, 
— 1th City, crin,2 at Curt, 
Dirty Streets, and dirtier Eullies, 
Jolring W Whores and Cuilies; 
Nissan C xcombs ev'ry Where, 
WI hu hes! s wiſe would tarry here? 
(Dirt, Barraleſs — Pleaſure, 
8. Sal 4 heme engroſs my Leiſure 
F:irow tl, London, V1 repair 
Vo my native Country Air; 
Ard leave all thy Plague: behind me | 
But at home my Wie "will find me: Ch. 


It veg 


2 
Aa 
— * 
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Oh ! ve Cod, tis ten 2 worte 
London is the ni er Curie, 
SONG 410. 


? 


Some fing Mol'y Mg of the R. 
r en her the e ain ham Fees 

Whit ett do Fertes chmreſes 

= prautiiit Mo'ly Laneile, 
Put «ft a} the ywrme Fit ins fo fair, 

Witch I'r:cait's CIS: E Anarchy ein' ; 
In Peanty there's none tu compare 

With kus char ng dear Gwewinid She nes. 
Unem iet the ſeluitit Contition 

Of Princes tigt fit up m Ihrone:: 

he hicheſt ot all has Ampition, 

& the Lofe of fair Gwinniid Shones. 
Pc'd Mortals the Clube vill ſcarch 

For Cold, and for Tiamond Stones; 
Put har can more Tre:fare tiicofer 

In reautiil Cwinifrid Shones, 
From the piggeſt crete Morntora in Pritonn, 

Hir wou'd fenture the preok%'ng hur Pons, 
So tut the fert Lap hur wighe fit: on 

Or pcauti;ul Cwiniirid Shenes. 
Net the Nichtingale's pit'tul Note, 

Can ex prefs hyw poor Shenkin bemoans 
His Fate:, when in Places remote, 

Hur i: ableat from Gaimirid Shones. 


C 
) 


lar Lofe 1's than Honey far ſweeter, 
And hur is no Skerkin ap Drones; 
Put wou'd larour in Proſe, and in Metre, 
To pratſe hur tear Gwiam;rid Shones. 
As the Harp of St. Tavid ſurpaſſes 
The Pagbiges, poor Tweettles and Crore:; 
So Lepeile, RI. ily Mog, and all Laiies 
Are excel'd Ly hur Gwinif'id She nes. 


SONG 411. 
O lovely are a Woman's Charms, 
Peauty can conquer mere than Arms; 


13 


7 
' 
' 
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Capi has conquer d more by far, 7 
Than Mars c'er did by bloody War. 
Emperors, Courtiers, rural Swains, I 
For Women never grudge their Pains 
Eagerly they do purſue, 7 
What can t a charming Woman do ? 
Kings for their Sakes oft quit their Thrones | 4 
And the Sceptres tumble down ; | 
Fr Ladies Favours oft they ſue, | ' 
Wat can't a charming Woman do? | 
Women make valiant Men ſhed Tears, . 
And ùtten Pariens leave their Prayers, 
And often leave their Study too: ] 
Wiwut can't a charming Weman do? 
Lawyers, with all their ſubtle Arts, : 
V-cmen can captivate their Hearts: 
For them they'll gain all Cauſes too, 1 
What can't a charming Woman do? 
Women, by Heaven, were fuſt deſign d r 
Jo be a Bleſſing to Mankind; 
They're all our Happineſs in View. | 
What can't a charming Woman do? 
Virtuous Women Jewels ate, ; 


What can with their bright Charms compare 

We muit love them that is true, 

What can't a charming Woman do ? 
Heavens grant me a virtuous Wife, , 
Ihe greateſt Comtort of my Life; 
When to her Huiband ſhe proves true, 


FT 


What can't a charming Woman do ? [ 
O! ſuch a Wife would make one bleſt, 7 
She'd lull us with her Charms to Reſt; 

Sweeten all Care and Trouble too, y 
What can't a charming Woman do? 3 7 

SONG 412. 
Some liken Men to brittle Glaſs, |. A 
Some to a burning Taper, | 

To Garden Flow'rs or Meadow Craſs, [4 


Or to a riſing Vapour, But 4 


| 
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a* t Joubt'efs Beer in Barrel tunn'd 
Or ce in Bottle pent, 
Des hamm Life thro' ail its Round 
Muft clearly repreſent. 
The Intent Drink will driv ling doſe, 
And cry hke Child in Cradle; 
Yeu muſt let neither lie ton loc ſe, 
Nor yet tyo cloſciy lwaddle, 
New Ale, ue krow, is fall of Wind, 
Wanting due Time to ſtale it; 
The Dreg:, not vet by Age reſin d, 
Are nauſecus to the Palate. 
Frea Fl: ps ſometimes our Art employs, 
To r:&t:fy the Liquor ; 
And win beli-ves, but that the Boy's 
Correction is a Bitter? 
At length, improv'd by rip'ning Age, 
Both Man and Beer grow bright ; 
To C:nvertation they engage, 
And every Friend delight. 
But if the Cork be naught in one, 
And weak the Head in t'other; 
The Lignor's flat, and Dunce the Man, 
And neither can recover. 
SONG 473. 
Some av W ren are like the Ses, | 
8 My the age es, and lome the Rocks; 
Some the r , that ſcon decays; 
Se me the W. ther, ani tem the Cocks: 
Bit it you'll give me Leave to te! 
There's nothing can be coamar'd fo well, 
As Wine, W .n_, Women and Wine; 
They run in a Pay liel, ticy vm in a Par mel. 
Women are Witches, when they will, 
So is Wine, ſo 5 Wire ; 
They make the Stateſman loſe his Skill, 
Tie Soldier, Lawyer, and Divine ; 
They put a Gig in the graveſt Skull, 
And lend their Wits to gather Wool: 
'Tis Wine, &c, Ff 3 What 
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What is't that makes your Viſage ſo pale ? | 
What is it makes your Looks divine ? 
What is't that makes your Courage to fail ? ] 
Is it not Women ? Is it not Wine? ] 
"Tis Wine makes your Head not well; 
*Tis Women that make your Forehead to ſwell ; 
Tis Wine, &c. | ( 
SONG 414. ] 
Pring renewing all Things gay, ] 
Nature's Dictates all obey ; 
In each Creature we may fee { 
The E:ie& of Love's Decree. | | 
Thus their State, fuch their Fate, ms 
Do not, Polly, ftay too late, g- 
Do not Polly, ftay too late. | 
Look around and ſee them play, 
All are wanton while they may; 
Why thould precious Time be loſt ? 
After Summer comes a Froſt, 
All purſue Nature's Due, | 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too. | 
Let us, Polly, do fo too. | 
Mark how kind that Swain and Laſs, 
Yender fitting on the Graſs ; | 
See how earneſtly he ſuesy | 
Whilft ſhe bluihing can't refuſe: : 3 
See yon too, how they woo, 
Let us, Polly, do fo too. 
Let us, Polly do fo too. 
Marx that Cloud above the Plain, 1 
See it ſeems to threaten Rain; 
Heras and Flocks do run together, 
Sceking Shelter from the Weather, 
Fear not you, I'll be true, 
Therefore let us do fo too. Mi 
Therefore let us do ſo too. ; 
SONG 415. 
1 STate and Ambition, all Joy to great Cæſar, 
> | Sawney ſhall never be my Colly my Cow 3 
3 All hail to the Shades, all Joy to the Bridegtoom, 
And call upon Dobbin, with hi, je, ho. Ree 


— — — 


— — 
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Remember, ye Whigs, what was formerly done; 
And Jenny come tie my bonny Cravat ; 
If 1 hive to grow old, tor 1 find I grow down, 
For I cannot come every Day to woo, 
Jove in his Throne was a Fumbler, Tom Farthing, 
And Jocky and Jenny together did he ; 
Ch! Mother, Roger : Boys, fill us a Bumper, 
For why will ye die, my poor Czlia, ah ! why ? 
Hark | how thund ring Cannons do roar, 
Ladies of London, both wealthy and fair; 
Charon make haſte, and ferry me over, 
Lilli burlero bullen a la. 
Chloris, awake, four-pence half-penny Farthing, 
Give me the Laſs that is true Country-bred ; 
Like John of Gaunt, I walk Covent-Garden, 
I am a Maid, and a very good Maid: 
Twa bonny Lads were Sawney and Jockey, 
The Delights of the Bottle, and Charms of good Wine ; 
Wading the Water ſo decp, my ſweet Moggy. 
Cold and raw, let it run in the right Line. 


Old Obadiah fings Ave Maria, 
Sing Lulla-by Baby on the Tree Top ; 
An old Woman and her Cat fat by the Fire, 
Now this is my Love, dy'e like her or not ? 
Old Charon thus preach'd to his Pupil Achilles, 
And under this Stone here lies Gabriel John 
Happy was I at the Sight of fair Phillis, 
What ſhould a young Woman do with an old Man. 
There's old Father Peters, with his Romiſh Creatures, 
There was an old Woman ſold Puddings and Pies ; 
Cannons like Thunder ſhall fill them with Wonder, 
I once lov'd a Laſs that had bright rolling Eyes; 
There's my Maid Mary, ſhe minds her Dairy, 
I took to my Heels, and away I did run ? 
And bid him prepare to be happy To-morrow, 
Alas! I don't know the right End of a Gun, 
My Life and Death lie both in your Pow'r, 
Every Man to his Mind, Shrewſberry for me; 
2 Bank of a Brook, as I fat —_ 

I dic a Maid, and ne er married be? . 

— Cabbuds, 
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| Odhuds, let Oliver now be forgotten, 
| | | Joan is as goo? as my Lady in the Dark; 


C..cxolds are Chritians, Boys, all the World over, 

And here's a full Bumper to Robin, John Clark, 
SONG 416. 

STay, Shepherd, ſtay ; I prithes fray ; 

D. not you fee her go this Way? 

Where can the be, can you not guels ? 

Alas ' I have loſt mv Shepherdeſs! 

IT fear ſome Satyr has betray d 

My wand'ring Nymph cut of the Shade: 

Oh ! woe is me, I am undone ! 

For in the Shade ſhe was my Sun. 


The Pink, the Violet, and the Roſe, 
Strive to falute her as the goes; 
Nav, be content to kits her Shoe, 
The Primroſe, and the Daiſie too. 
Oh! woe is me! what muſt I do? 
Or who maft I complain unto ? 
Methinks the Vallies cry, forbear, 
And ſighing ſay, the 15 not here. 
Oh ! what thall I, unhappy, do? 
O who muſt I complain unto ? 
Where may the be, can you not gueſs? 
Where I may fin! my Shepherdefs? 
SONG 417. 
Tella and Flavia ev'ry Hour 
Do various Hearts iurprize: 
In Stella's Soul hes all her Pow'r, 
Ard Flavia's in her Eyes. 
Like Britain's Monarch Stella reigns 
O'er cultivated Lands; 
Like Exftern Tyrants, Flavia deigns, 
To rule o'er barren Sands. 
Aore boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more contia'd ; 
All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 
But few a heav'aly Mind. 
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Then boaft, vain Flavia, boaſt thy Face 
Thy Beauty's flender Store 
Thy Charms will every Day decreaſe, 
Each Day gives Stella more. 
SONG 418. 
Tella, Darling of the Muſes, 
Fairer than the blooming Spring; 
Sweetet Theme the Poet chuſes, 
When of thee he ſtrives to fing : 
While my Soul with Wender traces 
All thy Charms of Face and Mind; 
All the Beauties, all the Graces 
Of thy Sex in thee I find. 
Love and Joy, and Admiration, 
In my Breaſt alternate riſe ; 
Words no more can paint mv Paſſion, 
Than the Pencil can thy Eyes: 
Laviſh Nature, thee adorning, 
O'er thy Lips and Cheeks hath ſpread 
Colours, that can ſhame the 
Smiling with Celeſtial Red. 
Conld the Gods, in bleſt Condition, 
Anzht on Earth with Envy view, 
Lovely Stella, their Ambition 
Would be to reſemble vou. 
SONG 419. 
S Trephon, why thy cloudy Forehead, 
Why fo vainly croſs'd thoſe Arms? 
Silly Swain, thy Aſpect horrid . 
Rather frighters her than charms. 
Rouſe each dull and drooping Spirit, 
Fling away thy Myrtle Wreath ; 
Bumpers large of generous Claret 
Make thee Love and Raptures breathe, 
Sacrifice this Juice prolific, 
To each Letter of her Name ; 
Bacchns deem'd it a Specific, 
Why not Mortals do the ſame ! 
See the high charg'd Goblet ſmiling, 
Bid thee Strephon drink and prove; 
Wine's the Liquor moſt beguiling, 


Wine's the Weapon conquers Love. SONG 


CURE E 5 aq {7 ureched a8 
V. h ie ie Reg 18 o e us rene ad : 
Fm neither at Peace — — Anrela looks coy, 
Nor when c looks k. an ch.: ate d. 
Her Fr: wn: gre a Pain I'm una! l. to ber, 

The Thor ehe of > wn Nez rea from Ang: 
Her Srrilte tes no i . fre! 


9 1 8 
They can be nor ander 5. 


- 2. 
Then pri: bee, my; Peareſt, content and be kind, 
Put an end to th: trouwel my Ve TH -. &- 
For i ſee] fatrew heath . bund, 
Till ence you and 5 have been CE 2. 


Let your pron hg my erg with guſt.ce complain 
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* 
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Or Utage that's hard above wo reps 4 

Gut nee be h: FA meter Love's Pain, 
Prithce uin, Hm a Lit oi 1s Pleaſure. 

SONG 421. 

. corn, who nice and tar, 
Sh'ver at. the Iuermtg Air: 

Kos and h; v, bold and fice, 

Le the Man that's made for me. 
Saves t. Fahi n, Saves to Dreſs, 

Fors ti.cmſelves ale (2 reid ; 

Let them without Rival be, 

They are not the Men ror me. 


He whoſe nervous Arm can dart 

The Jav'lin to the Tyrer's Heart, 

F om all Senſe cf Danger free, 

H-*; the Man that's made for me. 
While his $-ced cut-ftrips the Wind, 

Looſely wave Jus Lecks behind: 

From fantafticlk Fopp*ry free, 

He's the Man that's mace for me. 
Nor fimp'ring Smiles, nor dimpled Sleek, 

Spotl his manly fun-burnt Cheek; 

By Weather let him painted be, 

Fz's the Man that's made for me. 


Nh 


*%.. 
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Tf folie he proves, wy fav lin can 
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U Le 44. $4444 the Man ter me, 
SONG 422. 
Weet are the Cha: me of her I love, 
More fragrant ien the damaſk Roſe ; 
fr a de Dun of Turtle-Dove, 
Cres einde when Zephyr blows ; 
Rfechint as deftending Rains 
Jo Sun- bunt mes, and thirſty Plains, 
True as thc Needle to the Pole, 
! 
1 


C 5 fn 4 * ding Waters rol, 


Vie tw 172.8 1 :&es ol ev the Moon : 
Flor ery other Ciarmer free, 


y Life 2: Love ſhall ill thee. 
11% Larib the Row ry Thyme devours, 
ihe Dom the ter der Kid puriues; 
et hl mel in thaly Leu 1s 

Ur verdnt Speing her Note renews: 
All fall w. Mlat they mt admire, 

A: I:; ſve rv Soul's Deſire. 
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ature min change her krautrous Face, 
And vary a+ the Sceai-ns riſe; 
A. Winter to the Spring gwes Place, 
Summer th” Approach of Autumn flies: 
No Cl.ange on Love the Seat ins bring, 
Love only knows perpetnal Spring. 
Derouring Time, with ftcaling Pace, 
Mk; left) Oaks and Cedars bow; 
Len Marble Leute, and Walls of Braſe, 
In Lis rude March he levels low: 
But Time, deftroying far and wide, 
Le frum the Sou! can ne'er divide. 
Death cnly, with his cruel Dart, 
The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive lum from the bleeding Heart, 
To mingie with the Bleſt above: 


Where 
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Where known to all bis Kindred Train, 
He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain, 
Love and his Siſter fair, the Soul, 
Tu in-born from Hcav'n together came; 
Love will! the Univerſe controul, 
When dying Scalons loſe their Name: 
Divine Abedes ſhall own his Pow'r, 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more. 
SONG 423. 
Weet Nelly, my Heart's Delight, 
Be loving, and do not ſight 
The Proter 1 make, for Modeſty's Sake; 
I honour your Beauty bright. 
For Love I profeſs, I can do no leſs, 
Thou haſt my Favour won ; 
And ſince I fee your Modeſty, 
I pray agree, and fancy me, 
Tho' 1 am but a Farmer's Son. 
No: I am a Lady pay; 
"Tis very well known 1 may 
Have Men of 'cenvwn, in Country or Town : 
So Roger, without Delay, 
Court Bridget, or Sue, Kate, Nancy, or Prue, 
Their Loves will ſoen be won; 
As tho' I were at my latt Pray'r, 
But don't you dare to ſpcak me fair, 
To marrv a Farmer's Son. 
My Father has Riches ficre, 
Tuo hundred 2a Year and more, 
Beſides Sheep and Cows, Carts, Harrows ard Plought, 
His Age is above Threeſcore : 
And when he does die, then merrily I, 
Shall have what he has won ; 
Both Land and Kine, all ſhall be thine, 
It thuu'lt incline, and wilt be mine, 
And marry a Farmer's Son. 
A Fig for your Cattle and Corn, 
Your profer d Love I ſcorn ; 
"Tis known very well, my Name it is Nell, * 
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And you're but x Bumpkin bors, 
And hope no Harm is dene; 
Firewel, acieu: 1 hope to wor 
: good as vou, and vin her too, 
Tho' I am but » Farme:'s Son. 
B: not in haſte, cuoth ſhe, 
Fer zaps we may Hill 2gree, 
For, Man, | proteſt, I vas but in jeſt; 
Come, prithes fit down by me: 
For thou art the Man, that verily can 
Perform what muſt be done; 
Both ſtrait and tall, gentcel withal, 
Therefore I thall be at your Call, 
To marry a Farmer's Sen. 


Dear Lady believe me now, 
| {-lzmnly fwear and vou, 


No Lord: in their Lives take Pleaſnre in Wives, 


Like Fellows that drive the Plough ; 
For whate'er they gain with Labour and Pain, 
They don't to Harlots run, 
As Courtiers do: I never knew 
A London Beau, that could outdo 
A Country Farmer's Son. 
SONG 424 
He. S Weet if you love me ſmiling turn, 
Smiling turn, ſmiling turn, 
Sweet, &c. 
Ah let me taft- a thouſand Sipe, 
From thote dear balmy ruby Lips, 
And gently flip into thy--- 
Smuling turn, imiling turn, , 
And gently ſlip into thy Favour. 
Ste, Pray now give o'er, you court in voin, 
Pray give o'er, pray give O er, 
Pray now, &. 
And yet ſo warm was ev'ry K:ſs, 
An Earneſt of tuch future Bliſs, 
I fear ar laſt he II- 
Pray be gone - pray now ſtay, 
| tear at laſt he'll gain my Favour, 
Gy 
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ii. Thus let me preſs thee cloſe, my Dear, 
Cloſe, my Dear, cloſe, my Dear, 
Thus let me, &c, 
Fin. Fie, now ye make me bluſh, I ſwear, 
Fie for Shame, fie for Shame, 
Fie now, &c. 
Je. Ah! do not trown upon me now, 
She, I feel I'm growing kind I vow. 

Ie. Since vou this kind embrace allow, 
She, O dear he has fo moy'd me now, 
He. O let me flip into thy 

Sho. I fear he ll ſſip into my--- 
Fe. Kits my Dear, 
Spe. Fie for Shame. 
Ve. And let me flip into thy Favour, 
See, I fear he'll flip into my Favour. 
Together. 
SONG 425. 
Ylvia the Fair, in the Bloom of Fifteen, 
Felt an innocent Warmth, as ſhe lay on the Green 
She had heard of a Pleaſure, and ſomething the gueſt, 
By the towzing and tumbling, and touching her Breaſt; 
She ſaw the Men eager, but was at a Loſs, 
What they meant by their ſighing, and Kiſſing ſo cloſe ; 
By their praying and whining, 
And clafping and twining, 
And panting and withing, 
And fightng and kiſſing, 
And fighing and kiffing ſo cloſe. 
Ah ! ſhe cry d; ah! for a languiſhing Maid 
In a Country of Chriftians to die without Aid: 
Kot a Whig, or a Tory, or Trimmer at leaſt; 
Or a Proteſtant Parſon, or Catholick Prieſt, 
To inſtruct a young Virgin, that is at a Loſs, 
What they meant by their fighing, and kiſing ſo cloſe: 
By their praying and whining, 
And claſping and twining, 
And panting and wiſhing, 
And fighing and kiffing, 
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Cupid in Shape of a Swain did appear, 
He av the fad Wound, and in Pity drew near, 
Then ſhew's her his Arrow, and bid her not fear, 
For the Pain was no more than 2 Maiden might bear; 
When the Balm was infus'd ſhe was not at a Lofs, 
What they meant by their ſighing and kifling fo cloſe ; 
By their praying and whining, 
And claſping and twining, 
Ard ranting ard wiſhing, 
And ſigbing and k:[l:ng, 
And i.gh.ng and kiſſing to cloſe, 
SONG 4226. 
Take not a Woman's Anger ill, 
But let this be your Comfort ſtill, 
This be your Comfort ſtell, 
That it one won t, another will: 
Tho" the that's fooliſh does deny, 
She, ſhe that is wiſer will comply, 
Ard if tis but a Woman, what care I, 
What care I, what care 1, 
If tis but a Woman, what care I. 
Then who wou'd be damn'd to ſwear untrue, 
And figh, and weep, and whine, and woo, 
As all our fimple Coxcombs do? 
All Women love it, and tho” this 
Dees ſullenly forbid the Blifs,, 
Try but the next, you cannot miſs. 
SONG 4227. 
Te not the firſt Refuſal ill, 
Tho' now ſhe won't, anon ſhe will: 
She were not Woman, if ſhe knew, 
One Moment what the next ſhe'd du. 
If you'll have Patience, ſhe'll be kind ; 
To-day ne er knew To-morrow's Mind: 
Wait till you find her in the Cue, 
If you dent aſk her, ſhe'll aſk you. 
SONG 428. 
ELL me, lovely Shepherd, where 
Thou ſeed'ſt at Noon thy fleecy Care; 
Direct me to the ſweet Retreat, 
That guarcs thee from the Mid-day Heat; 
6 82 Leſt 


Let by thy Flocis 1 Ie: 4, 

V. haut a 3 ard & 10 my War, 
Where ::ﬀ at Neon « i, bleating Cue? 
Gentle Shepherd, teil me where, 


is 1t near the Nn Drixk. 
Were thy tender Lambk ins drink : 
Or is it near the pus ling Glade, 
Lezegth the Offer s e ſky Shi, 
As they nimbiy fp aua bound, 
On the worn buipanyi'd Ground ; 
Where ther xy ſtray k carnct thinle, 
Tel! me, tur cue, where Uziey drink. 
arly e er the Day did dawn 
Flave I tript it o'er the Lawn ; 
Titus overwhelm'd with Griet 1 rove, 
To ſeck thy Flock and find my Love, 
In every Vale, on Hill and Plain; 
But alas! I ſeek in vam 
Reward my Toil and caſe mv Care, 
Tell me, charming Shepherd, where. 
SONG 429. 
THA me, tell me, charming Creature, 
Will vou never caſe my l'ain? 
zuſt 1 Lie for er ry Feature ? 
Muſt I always love in vain ? 
The Defire of Admiration 
Is the Pleaſure you rrrſue: 
Pr ͤthee try a laſting Paſticn, 
Such a Leve as mine for you. 
Tears ard Si hing could not mere yeu, 
For a Lover cught to dare: 
When I plainly to'd I lev'd you, 
"mn en you fa'd J went too f 
fech gidd- Ways befeemirg * 5 
in wy Dear be fickle ill ? ? 
Conovet is the Joy of Women, 
tet their Slaves be what they will. 
Vs Neglect with Te rm cents ful me, 
nad m. deip'rnce Thrughts increaie; 
ar conſi er. if vou kill me, 
Youu will have a Lover leſs. 
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H your wand ring Heart is beating 
For new Lovers let it be; 
But when you have done Coquetting, 
Name a Day and fix on me. 
SONG 4230. 
TELL me not of a Face that's fair, 
Nor Lip and Cheek that's red 
Nor of the Treſſes of the Hair, 
Ner Curls in Order fpread ? 
Nor Curls in Order ſpread ? 


Nor of a rare Seraphic Voice, 
Like that an Angel fings : 

Tho" if I were to take my Choice, 
I would have all thoſe Things : 


But if that thou wilt have me Love, 
And it muſt be a She, 
The cnly Argument can move, 
I; that ſhe will love me, 
The Glories of your Ladies be 
But Meraphors of Things; 
And but reſemble what we fee, 
Each common Cdject brings. 


Roſes outrei their Lips and Checks, 
Lillies their Whiteneſs ſtain: 

What Fool is he the Shadow ſeeke, 
And may the Subſtance gain? 

Then if you'd have me love a Laſe, 
Let it be one that's kind; 

Elſe I'm a Servant to the Glass 
That's with good Claret lin'd. 

SONG 431 


Ti: all Men are Beggars, we plainly may ſce, 


For Beggars there are of ev'ry Degree, 
Tho none are jo ble'$'4 or fo happy as we, 


Which no-b-\ly can deny, deny, which ne-body can 


deny. 
The Tradeiman he begs that his Wares you would buy, 
Then begs you'd believe the Price is not high, 
And ſwears tis his Trade, when he tells you a Lze, 


Which no- bedy can deny, &c. 
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The Lawyer he begs tat you's give him a Fee, 
Tho! he reads not your Briet, not regards not your Plea, 
Bur adviſes vour Foe how to get a Decree, 
Which no- body can deny, &c. 
The Courtier he begs for a Penſion or Place, 
A Ribbon or Title, or Smile from his Grace, 
Ins due to his Merit, tis writ in his Face, 
Which no-bedy can deny, &c. 
But if by Miſhap, he ſhou!d chance to get none, 
He begs vou't believe the Nation's undone ; 
There's but one honeſt Man, and himſelf is that one, 
Which no-body care deny, &c. 
The fair one who labours whole Mornings at Home, 
New Charms to create and much Paint to conſume, 
Yet begs you'd beli-ve ti her natural Bloom, 
Wuich no-body ſhould deny, &c. 
The Courtier he begs the dear Nymph to comply, 
She begs he'd be gone, vet with languiſhing Eye, 
Stil begs he would tay, for a Maid ſhe can't die, 
Wh:ch none but a Fool would deny, &c. 
SONG 432. 
TP Hat the World is a Lottery, what Man eandoubt ? 
Whe: born we are put in, when dead we are drawn 
our ; 
Ani tho“ Tickets are bought by the Fcol and the Wile, 
Yet ' tis plain there are more than ten Blanks to a Prize, 
Sing Tantarara, Fools all, Fools all, 
Sing Tantarara, Fool: all. 
Tue Court has itſelf a bad Lottery's Face, 
Where ten draw a Blank, befure one draws a Place, 
For a Ticket in Law, who would give veu Thank. ? 
Fer that Wheel contains ſcarce any but Blanks. 
Sing Ta.iiturara, keep out, &c. 
Monęſt Docter and Lawyers ſome good ones are found, 
But, alas they ate rare as the ten thouſand Pound; 
How ſcarce is a Prize, if with Women you deal? 
Take care how you marry---for oh! in that Whcel, 
Sing Tantarara, Blanks all, &c, That 
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That the Stage is Lottery, by all tis agreed. 
Where ten Plays are damn'd cre one can ſuceeed. 
The Blanks arc fo many, the Prizes fo few, 
We all are unden, unleſs kindly you 
Sing Tartarara, clap ail, &c. 
SONG 433. 
Hat thy Sal may have Charms, I readily own ; 
But believe me dear Sammy, for Sake of a Crown, 
To Porter, or Groom, or Nincompocp Squire, 4 
She'll open thoſe Charms, which firſt kindied your Fire. 
As the Bee, vou inform me, ſhe hoards up her Sweets 
And crafuly keeps them from all u hom ſhe meets; 
Nay, keeps them ſccure, till her Sammy ccmes home, 
And permits none but you to rifle her Comb, 
But, think again Sammy, o er Meadows and Bowers 
The Bee, ever ranging, ſipe Sweets from all Flowers; 
If the Simile's juſt betwixt Sal and the Bee, 
die muſt gather ſome Sweets from the loweſt Degree. 


Then, Sammy be wiſe, to her Errors not blind, 
If conſenting to you---to another ſhe's kind; 
And think of this alſo (by Gad 1 don't rail) 

The Bee, with its Sweets, has a Sting in the Tail. 


SONG 434 
THE Hounds are all out, 

And the Morning does peep, 
Why how new, you fluggardly Sot, 
How can ycu, how can you 
Lie inoaring aſleep, 

Whilſt we all on Horſeback are got, 

Brave Boys, whilſt, &c, 

] cannot get p. 
For my over Nrght's Cup 
So terribly hes in my Head, 
Beſides my Wife cries, 
My Dear do not rite, 
But cuddle me longer in Bed, 
My dear Boy, but cuddle, &c, 
Come, on with your Boots, 
And ſaddle your Mare, 
Nor tue us with longer Delay; The 
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The Cry of the Hounds, 
And the Sight of the Hare, 
Will chaſe all dull Vapours away, 
Brave Boys, and chaſe, &c, 
Hark hark now the Huntiman 
Has ſtarted poor Puts, 
He has her now full in his View ; 
We'll never forſake her, 
Till we overtake her, 
So eagerly let us puriue, 
Brave Boys, &c. 
No Pleaſure like Hunting 
To paſs the long Day, 
We ſcour the Hills and the Dales 
At Night tor Supper 
We feaſt on our Prey, 
When o'er a Pot of good Ale, 
Brave Boys, when, &c. 
SONG 4335. 
T Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
So bony, blyth and gay, 
In ſpight of all my Skill, 
Hath ftole my Heart away. 
When tedding of the Hay 
Bare-headed on the Green, 
Love midtt her Locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her Een. 


Her Arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their Dawn, 
To Age it would give Youth, 
To preſs em with his Hand, 
Thro' all my Spirits ran 
An Extacy of Blits, 
When I ſuch Sweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy Kiſs! 
thout the Help of art, 
Like Flowers which grace the Wild, 
She did her Sweets impart, 


Whene er the Spoke or imil d. 


( 357 ) 


Her Looks they were fo mild, 
Free from affected Pride, 
She me to Love becuil'd, 
} with'd her for my Bride. 
O had I all that Wealth, 
F-prorm's high Mountains fill, 
I:.far'd long Lite and Health, 
And Plrafures at my Will; 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, ; 
That none but bony ſhe, 
Th: Laſs of Peaty's Mil, 
Shou d ſhare the ſame with me. 


SONG 436. 
THE Laſs that would know how to manage a Man, 
Let her liſten and learn it from me, 

His Courage to quell, or his Heart to trepan, 
As the Time and Occafion agree. 

The Gul that has Beauty, tl.0' ſmall be her Wit, 
May wherdla the Clown, or the Beau, 

The Rake may repel, or may draw in the Cit, 
By the Ute of that pretty Word, No. 

When powder's Toupees around are in chat, 
Each ſtriving his Paſſion to ſhow, 

With kifs me, and love me, my Dear, and all that, 8 
Let her Anſwer to all be, O No. 

When a Doſe is contriv's to lay Virtue aſleep, 
A Preſent, a Treat, or a Ball, 

She ſtill muſt refuſe, if her Empire ſhe'll keep, 
And No be her Anſwer to all. 

Put when Mr. Dapperwit offers his Hand, 
Her Partner in Wedlock to go; 

A Houſe, and a Coach, 2nd a Jointure in Land, 
She's an Ideot, if then ſhe ſays No. 

But if ſhe's attack d by a Youth full of Charms, 
Wheoſe Courtſhip proclaims him a Man; 

When preſs'd tc his Beſorn, and claſp'd in his Arms, 
Then let her ſay No, if ſhe can. 


SONG 
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SONG 437. 
T Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt, 
New gilds the ſmiling Day; 
The Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaft, 
New gilds the ſmiling Day; 
The Lark forſakes his dewy Neſt, 
The Fields all round are gaily dreſs'd, 
Ariſe my Love, ariſe and play, 
Ariſe my Love, and play; 
Ariſe my Love, ariſe and play, 
Ariſe my Love, and play. 
Come forth my Fair, come forth bright Maid, 
And bleſs thy Snepherd es Sight; 
Come forth, &c. 
Lend ev'ry folded Flow'r thy Aid, 
Unveil the Reſe s bluſhing Shade, 
And give them ſweet Delight, 
And give them ſweet Delight, &c. 


Thy Preſence makes all Nature ſmile, 

Thoſe Smiles your Charms improve ; 
Thy Preſence, &c. 

Thy Strains the liſt ning Birds beguile, 

And, as invite, reward their Toil, 
And tune their Notes to Love, 

And tune their Notes to Love, &c. 
Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Trer, 
The Flowers in Wreaths I Il twine, 

The Flowers, &c. 

E're other Eyes ye Beauties ſee, 

Then on my Brows adorn d ſhall be; 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine, 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine, &c. 

SONG 438. 


PHE new flown Birds the Shepherds fing, 
And welcome in the May; 


Come, Paſtorella, now the Spring 
Makes every Landſkip gay; 

Wide ſpreading Trees their leafy Shade 
O'er half the Plain extend; 

Or in reflecting Fountains play d, 


Their quivering Branches bend, Ther 
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Their qui vering Branches bend; 
Or in refictting Fountains play d, 
Their quivering Branches bend. 
Come taſte the Seaſon in its Prime, 
And bleis the riſing Year; 
Oh! huw my Soul grows fick of Time, 
Till you, my Love appear: 
Then ſhall I paſs the gladſome Day, 
Warm in thy Beauties ſhine : 
When thy dear Flocks ſha'l feed and play, 
And intermix _ mine, 
And intermix, 
When thy dear F jocks ſhall feed and play, 
Ard intermix with mine. 
SONG 439. 
THE Charge 1s prepar'd ; the Lawyers are met, 
The Judges all rang'd (a terrible Show!) 
I 20, undiſmay d- -For Death is a Debt, 
A Debt on demand---$o take what I owe. 
Then fare wel, my Love---Dear Charmers adieu, 
Contented I die- Tis the better for you. 
Here ends al; Diſputes the reſt of dur Lives, 
For this Way at once I pleaſe all my Wivey, 
SONG 4:9, 
THE Play of Love is now begun, 
And thus the Actions do go on, 
Strephon enam. ur d courts the Fair, 
She hears him with a careleſs Au, 
And ſmiles to find him in Love's Snare. 
The Act Tune play d they meet again, 
Her: P:ty moves her for his Pain, 
Wich the evades with ſome PFretence, 
And thinks the may with Love diſpenſe, 
But pants to hear a Man ot Senſe. 
The third Approach her Lover makes, 
She colours up whene'er he ſpeaks ; 
But with feign'd Shghts ſtill puts him by, 
And faintly cries, ſhe can't comply, 


Altho' ſhe gives her Heart the Lyc. 
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New the Plot riſes, he ſeems thy, 

As if tome other Fair he'd try; 

At which ſhe twells with Spleen and Feas, 
Leſt one more wite his Love ſhould ſhare, 
Which yet no Woman e'er can bear. 


The laſt Act now is wrought fo high, 
That thus it crowns the Lover's joy: 
She doth no more his Paſſion ſhun, 
But ſtrait into her Arms did run, 
The Curtain falls---the Play is done. 


SONG zn. 
HE Nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind, 
No leis than a Wonder by Nature deſign d: 

She's the Crief of my Heart, the Joy of my Eye, 
And the Cauſe of a Flame that never can die. 
Her Mouth, from whence Wit ſtill cbligingly flows, 
Has the beautitu! Bluth ard the Smell ct the Roie; 
Love and Deny both ſtul attend on her Will, 
She wounds with a Look, with a Frown the can kill. 
The deſperate Lover can hope no Redreſs, 
Where Beauty and R:gour are both in Exceſs : 
In Syleia they meet, ſo unhappy am I, 
Who ſecs her muſt love, and who loves her muſt die. 


SONC 424. 
HE wanton God, that pierces Hearts, 
Dips in Gall his pointed Darts, 

But the Nymph diſeains to pine, 

Wh bathes the Wound with roſy Wind. 
Farewel Lovers, when they're cley' d; 
If 1 em tcorn'd becauſe enjoy d, 
Sure the iqueamiſu Fops are tree 
To rid me of dull Company, 


They have Charms, whilft mine can pleaſe, 
I love them much, but more my Eat: ; 

Nor jealus Fears my Love moleſt, 

Nor taithlefs Vows thali break my Reſt. 
Why ſhould they e'er give me Pain, 

Who to give me ſoy diidain ? 

All 1 hope et Mortal Man, 


1s to love tme--whilſt he can. 50 NC 
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SONG 443- 
THE Morning is charming, all Nature 15 gay, 
Away, my brave Boys, to your Horſes away; 
For the Prime of our Pleature, and queſting the Hare, 
We have not ſo much as a Moment to ſpare. 
Cho, Hark ! the lively toned Horn, 
Hou melodious it ſounds, how melodious it ſounds, 


To the mutical Song, to the muſical Song of the merry + 


mouuth'd Hounds. 
In you ſtubble Field we ſhall find her below; 
Scho! crics the Huntiman; hark to him, Soho 


Ste! where ſhe goes, and the Hounds have a View ; 
Such Harmony Handel himſeif never knew. 


C++, Gates, Lledges, and D:tches, to us are no Bcund., 


Bit the World is our own wle we follow the Round. 
H A. hold, tis a Double; hark, hey! Bowler, he; 
It T houſand gainſay it, 5 T hou" and ſhall ! be; 
Eis Beauty ſurpaſſing her Truth ha deen try'a, 
At k. ie Her 4 the Pack an intl ible Guide. 
Cie. At his Cry the wide Welkin with Thunder ze 
ſwrunds, | 
The Darling of Hunters, the Gl, ry of Hounds, 
Oer Hichiands and Lowlands, and Woodlands we fl., 
Oer * Tries tull Specd, an! our Round 11 zul! Oy 3 : 
$1 match'd in their Mo: ths, and io even they r: 
Live the Trine of the Spheres, and the Ra. trhe Sun 
C::;. Health, Jon, and Felicity, dance in the! 
And blets the g1y Circle of Hunters int ink, 
The old Hound: puſh forward, a very fure Sign, 
That the Hare, (tho' a ſtout one) begin, to decline; 
A Chace ot two Hours or more in la- 10 3 
dae down, look about ve, they have her, Nic's dra l. 
6 7, How glorious a Death to be komur'd with Sund 
Ot Horns, and a Sl, ont to the Chorus of Ho inds. 
Here's a Health to all unters, and long 2 their Liv: 
lay they nc ver | e crols* dQ by -heir woetwart: or . V 
Las the, rule their own n Paſons, an! cover at Aut, 
& the m ſt happy Men, be they al the b. i. 
Ae. An! free fm the Care wich the mio iron! 
b: kappy at lat, whe: the- % + no hei „ 
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= 4 7 2 '1 Mo A+ wr I-, COWS 0 Joy, 
Us Ges ol tout and Harms :; 3 
Lernens ter tac garing Boy, | 


ue ablent from her arms. 
Eun Fononet, with Impaticence join d, 
124ntul Befem fires, 
to leave my Fair behind, 
een ef my Dries. 
rs of Verie too languld prove, 
Ein ils are vai $ 
Yo ner Low ardently 1 love, 
Ir tu reliere my Pain. 
e Sant with fervent Tral inſpir d 
Le. Zeav'n and qs divinc 3 
2 Soint is not with Raptures fir d 
ere pure, nor warm than mine. 
[ *:ke wit Liberty 1 dare, 
are impious to ſay more 3 
ry Unngings to the Fair, ä 
Le Goucets' 1 adore, | 
SONG 425. 
Fad | liter Bird of Night 
* Thro the thick Shades now wings his Flight, | 
* 3 e his Time-ſhock Tow'r ; : 
* Acre, melter'd from the Blaze of Day, 
.. ITICA :orhie Ciovom he lay, 
Beaearlh: 1:1: ivy Bow'r, 
ih Joy hear the folemn Scund, 
Wiel Midnight Ecchoes watt around, 
And ng tung Gales repeat; 
ray rue dt Pallas! J attend, | 
an, faithful to thy Summons, bend 
Ar Wildom's awtul Seat. 


# . 
* 


- 
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She loves the cool, the filent ie, 

Where no falſe Shews of Lite dci, 
Beneath the Lunar Ra; 

Here Fel y drops en va D oY 

Nor ſport her yaily colour ed Dye 

A in the Beam of Do: 


On! Pallas. Queen ct cv ry . t, 

That ghads the Senſe, or mends haf ent, 
Bleis'd Scurce of purer Joys! 

In ev'ry Forra of Beauty wbt, 

That captivates the mental S:che 
With Pleature and Surprize, 

To thy unſpotted Shrine I bow, 

Attend thy modeſt Supp-tant's Vow, 
That breathes no wild Defire: 

Put taught by the nnerring Ruies, 

To ſhun the fruitleſs With of 7ov!s, 
To nobler Views aſpires. 

Not Fortune's Gem, Ambition's Plun:e, 

Nor Cytherca's fading Bloum, 
Be Objects of my Pray'r ; 

Let Avarice, Vanity, and Pride, 

Theſe cnvying glitt ring Joys divide, 


he dal Rewards of Cue. 


To me thy better Gifts impart, 
Each moral Beauty of tie Trart, 
By ſtudious Thought refin'd ; 
For Wealth, the Sai f glad Content, 
Fur Pow'r, its ampleſt, beſt Lxtent, 
An Empire o'er my Mind. 
When Fortune drops her gay Parade, 
When Pleaſure s tranſient Keſes fade, 
And wither in the Tomb; 
Unc!:ang'd is thy immortal Priae, 
Thy ever verdant Laurels rite 
In undecaying Blocm. 


By thee protected, I deſy 
The Cuxcomb s Sneer, the ſtupid Lye 
Of Ignorance and Spite 3 
H h 2 


| 
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Aike coniern the leaden Fool, 
Ao 2! the printed Ridicule 

Ot umuſcernirg Wit. 
trom Envy, Ilurcg, Noiſe, and Strite, 
Ic dull Irrpcrtinence of Life, 

In thy Retreat I reſt ; 

Turtue the to the peaceful Croves, 
Wime lato's f:cred Spirit roves, 

In all thy Deauties dreſt. 

He bid Viviſus* tuneful Stream 
Courey his p.uloſophic Theme, 

Ct Perfect, Fair, and Gocd : 
£.trentive Athens caught the Sound, 
An! all her Iiit'ning Sons around 

zu awful Silence ſtuod: 

Neclam'd her wild, licentious Youth, 

Ceziet d the potent Voice ot Truth, 
end felt its juſt Controu! ; 

The Paſfions ceas'd their loud Alarms, 

And Virtue's moſt perſuaſive Charms 

O'er ail their Senſes ſtole. 

Thy Breath tnipices the Poet's Song, 
The Pamout's free, untials'd Tongue, 

Taz Hicro', gen'reus Strite; 
Thine are, Retirewents, filent Joys, 
And all the iveet engzgirg Ties 

Or ſtul, dumeftic Lite. 

No more to fabled Names confin'd, 
To the ſupreme all- perfect Mind, 

My Thoughts direct their Flight; 
Wridcm's thy Cut, and all her Force 
Frum thee deriv'd, eternal Source 

Of intei edu Lieht. 

0 {nl her ſwre, her Hendy Ray, 
"3 ++ regulates my di be tal Way, 
t Life's perpiexing Read; 
7 ne A. ſt f 1 Lister fo conttou!, 
a theo” its Cm direct my Soul 
1 Heyne and Good. 
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P-neath ker clear diſterning Exe, 
The viſianary Shadows fly 
Ot Fully's painted Show 
She ſees thro* ev'ry fair D. — 
That all, but Virtue's iolia Joys, 
Are Vamity and Woe. 
| SONG 4456. 
T* Danger is over, the Battle is paſt, 
The Nymph had her Fears, but ſhe ventur'd at last: 
She try d the 22 and when it was done, 
She fmil'd at her Follu, and cwn'd ſhe had won, 
By her Eves we G:icover "the Bride had been picas'd 6 
Ker Bluſnes become her, het Paſſion is ea d; 
dne ditiembles her Joy, and affects to lock down, 
S' fighs, tis for Sorrow tis ended fo ſoon. 
Arpear all ye Virgins, both aged and young, 
And you that have carry d that Burthen too long, 
Who've lott ; Prectous Time, and you who are lot!r.2, 
Betray d by your Fears twixt doubting and chufing, 
Draw near, and learn what will ſettle your Mind. 
You'li find vourſeives happy, when once you are lin-; 
Do but wilely rcfolve the ſweet Venture to run, 
The Lots will be little, and much to be won. 
SONG U. 
Doctor is ſeed for a dangerous Draugut. 
Wnich cures half a Dozen, and k: Ils hau a Score; 
Of all the beit Drugs the Diipenſaries taugt, 
"Twere well each cou! cure one Dile ue and nome 
| But here s tha faice, 
Of ſovereign Viz, 
Till care your Difternpers whatever they be, 
II Body or Spirit, 
Wherever you bear it; ; 
Take cf this a Lag. Die, and it ſoon ſets vou ges. 
By cunning Dire Tors it trick' d of your Pelt, 
Your Lotfes a Doſe of good Claret can heal ; 
Or 17 you have been a Director yourſe!c, 
"I will teach vou no Lofs of your Honour ta feel; 
Std KS fail or riſe, 
Tell Truth or Liss, 
Your Fame and your Fortune here Remedy $1: 1 
Hi 3 * 
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If 81 leia be eruel, 
Take this Water-gruel, 
1 ſoen curc the Fever that burns up your Mine, 
SUNG 24% 
TE Man who for Lite 
s blels'J in a Witt, 
Is fure in a happy Condition; 
Go Things how they will, 
She ſticks by him fill; 
She's Comforter, Friend, and Phyſician, 
She's, e. 
Pray where is the Joy 
To true and toy, 
Yet drerd ſome Diſaſter from Beauty? 
but tweet is the Bliſs 
Or a coniugal Kiſs, 
Vere Love mingles Pleaſure with Duty, 
Where, &c. 
One cxtravagant Whore, 
Shall coſt a Man more, 
Than twenty gocd Wives that are ſaving ; 
For Wivcs they will ſpare, 
That their Children may ſhare, 
But Whores are cternally craving, 
But, &c. 
SONG 42449, 
777 Man who is rich and has Money to fpenc, 
Nay now and then with it oblige a good Friend; 
Lat be vho has nothing can lend none at all, 
i baving but little, may focn ſpend it all. 
very frorifing to fer ſome Men take 
Grit tare £0 vet Riches, then lay them at Stake; 
ther go to Gaming, and ſometimes loſe all, 
V iic he who has nothing, can loſe none at all, 
Withi cafe others get Wealth, ard ſpend it as faſt, 
Az tÞ.n to the Devil for more go in hade; 
ran whey are riding ſometimes get a fall, 
dna he wle has littie mo; fron ſpend it all. 
Te Preuard who never thinks he has enough, 
Eu Subtiancy ders ir end en a Butt ef foul Stuff: 
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He mt have more Guzzle though it coſt him a Fall, 
Thus he who has little may toon ſpend it all. 


Tac Glutton great feaſting makes for his foul Guts, 
And till they are full he his Mouth never ſhuts ; 
He miſt have more Beef and Plumb-pudding and all, 
Tis Hog having little, may ſoon ſpend it all. 

How happy 's the Man, who tho” poor, yet in Mind 
I: contented with what he in th* Cupboard does find : 
Old Cheeſe, ruſty Bacon, he cares not at all, 
'Cauſe having but little, he may ſoon ſpend it all, 


SONG 450. 


THE laſt Time I came o'er the Moor, 
I lett my Love behind me 

Ye Pow'rs what Pain do I endure, 
When toft Ideas mind me ? 

Soon as the ruddy Morn diſplay d 
The beaming Day enſuing, 

I met betimes the lovely Maid, 
In fit Retreats for wooing. 


Beneath the cooling Shade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtly ſporting 3 
We kits'd and promis'd Time away, 
Till Night fpread her black Curtain, 
1 pitied all beneath the Skies, 
E'n Kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 
In Raptures I beheld her Eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where Cannons roar, 
Where mortal Steel may wound me; 

Or caſt upon ſome foreign Shore, 
Where Dangers may ſurround me: 

Yet Hopes again to ſee. my Love, 
To feaſt on gluwing Kiſſes, 

Shall make my Cares at Diſtance move, 
In Proſpect of ſuch Bliſſes. 

In all my Soul there's not one Place, 
To let a Rival enter; 

Since ſhe excels in every Grace, 
In her my Love ſhall center. 
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Sooner the Seas ſhall ccawe de n,, 
Their Waves the Alps ſhall corey, 
On Greenland Ice ſhall Roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 
The next Time I go o'er the Mort, 
She ſhall a Lover find me ; 
And that my Faith is firm and pure, 
Tho” I Jeit her behind me: | 
Then Hymen's tacre Bonds ſhall chain | 
My Heart to her fend Boſom; | 
There, while my Being does remain, 
My Love more itreſh ſhall bloſſom. 
SONG 451. 
FHE Macedon Youth 
Left behind him this Truth, 
That nothing is done with much thinking ; 
He drunk, and he fought, 
Till he had what he ſought, 
The World was his own by good 
He drench'd his brave Soul 
In à plentiful Bowl, 
And caſt away Trouble and Sorrow; 
His Head never run 
Of what was to be dove, 
For he car d not to-day, for to-morrow. 
SONG 452. 
FHE Man that is drunk, is void of all Care 
He needs neither Parthian Quiver nor Spear : 
The Moor's poiſon d Dart he ſcorns for to wield ; 
His Bottle alone is his Weapon and Shield. 
Undaunted he goes among Bullies and Whores, 
Demoliſkes Windows, and breaks open Doors ; 
He revels all Night, is afraid of no Evil, 
And boldly dees both Proctor and Devil. 
As late I rode out with my Skin full of Wine, 
Encumber'd neither with Care, nor with Coin, 
I bolily conironted a horrible Dun; 
Affrighted, as ſoon as he ſaw me, he run. 
No Montter cou'd put you to half ſo much Fear, 
Should he in Apulia's Foreſt appear; 


is 
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in Africa's Deſart there never was ſcen 

A Monſter ſo hated by Gods and by Men. 

Come place me, ye Deities, under the Line, 

Where grows not a 'Tree, nor a Plant, but the Vine 3 
O er hot-burning Sands II] ſwelter and ſweat, 
Bare - footed, with nothing to keep off the Heat. 


Or place me where Sun- ſhine is ne cr to be found, 
Wher: the Earth is with Winter eternally bound ;* 
E'en there I wou'd nought but mv Bottle require, 
My Bottle ſnou'd warm me, and fill me with Fire. 


My Tutor may job me, and lay me down Rules; 
Who minds em but damn'd philoſophical Focl; ? 
For when 1 am old, and can no more drink, 

Tis Time enough then for to fit down and think. 


"Twas thus Alexander wars tutor'd in vain, 
For he thouvht Ariſtotle an Aſs for his Pain; 
His Sorrow he us'd in full Bumpers to drown, 
And when he was drunk, then the World was his on. 
This World is a Tavern with Liquor well ſtor d, 
And into't I came to be as drunk as a Lord; 
My Life is the Reck*nin:, which freely Ill pay, 
And when I'm eead-dranrk, then I'll ſtagger away. 
HE F. Ian who for Life 
is plagu'd with a Wife, 
Is ſure in a wretched Condition; 
Go Things how they will, 
She ſticks by him fill, 
And Devth is his only Phyfician, 
Puor Man, &c. 
To trifle and toy 
Mav give a Man Joy, 
When Paſfion's promoted by Beauty? 
But where is the Bliſs 
' Or a conjugal Kits, 
When Paſſion is prompted by Duty ? 
Pcor Man, &c. | 
The Dog when poſſeſs d 
Or Mutton the beſt, 
4 Bone he may leave at his Pleaſure ; But 
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But it to is Tail, 
Tis td, without fail 
He's harr1t> d and plagu d rund Meaiuce, 
Peer Cur, &c. | 
SONG 444. 
T* Miſer thus a Shilling ſces, 
Which he's obi:z'd to pay, 
With Sizhs reſigns it by Degrees, 
And fears tis gone tor ave. 
The Boy, thus, when his Sparcow's flown, 
The Pird in Silence cyes; 
But ſoon as out of Sight tis gone, 
Whines, whimpers, fubs, and cries. 
SONG 465. 
Tur Nicdes of the Court fo common are grown, 
That a true Friend can hardly be met; 
Fr iendſhip for Intereſt is but a Lean, 
Which they let out for what they can get; 
"Tis true, you find 
Come Friends ſo kind, 
Who vl give you good Counſel thenaſelves to defend, 
In ferrowſul Ditty, 
They promite, they pity, 
But aift you fur Money from Friend to Friend. 
SONG 45. 
THE Morn was fair, ſafe was the Air, 
All Nature's Sweets were ſpringing; 
The Buds did bow with filver Dew, 
Ten thoui>nd Birds were finging : 
When on the Bent, with blyth Content, 
Yourg Jami: fang bie Marrow, 
Nac bonmer Lag e er trad the Grafs 
On Leaden-haeghs and Yarrow, 


How ſweet her Face, where every Craee 
in hewenly Beauty's planted ; 

Her ſmiling Een, and comeiy Mien 
That nae Perfection wanted, 

Il never fret. nor ban my Fare, 
But blaſs my bonny Marrow : 

If her dear ſinile my Doubts beguile, 


My Mind mall ken nae Sorrow. 1 
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Yet tho” e' fairy, and has ſull ſhare 
Or eveiy Charm enchanting, 
Exch Cord tutre il, and ſecn will Kill 
Poor me, it Luve be wanting. 
O zonny Lass! have but the Grace 
To thinlz, ere ve ae further; 
Your jor mann fit, f ye commit 
The crying Sin of Murder. 
ir wand'ring Chaift will n-'er get reſt, 
And Night and Day attnght ve; 
But if „eure kind, with jovtul Mind 
I'll uud to delizht ye. 
Oer Year: around with Love thus crown'd, 
From all Things Joys ſhall borrow 
Thus none fall be more bleſt than we 
On Leader-haughs ard Yarrow, 
O ſweeteſt Sue! tis only you 
Can mate Lite worth: my Wiſhes 
It equal Leve your Mind can move. 
To grant this beft of Pliffes, 
Thou art my Sun, and thy l-aft Frown 
Weouid bla me in the Bloſſom ; 
Dat it thou mine, and wake me thine, 
Fil fezrrth in thy Boirm, 
SUNG. 457. 
HE Nia was in her Sable Shroud, 
No fiiver Stars were ſeen, 
Wrapt in a cold and wintry Cloud, 
VIidſt bleaky Showers ot Rain. 
CUhfaithful Ed ard't treacherous Step 
1 Suſan's Dvciing came z 
Le: 855 ne pretended to have ſu d, 
And lov'd the 82 nt!: Dame. 
Ei Entrance at this Catal Hour 
The Innocent JdIcw'd ; 
Ungratefal Eevard ſilent ſmil'd, 
Then kifs'd her Lips, and bow d. 
Wuh am'rous Toy he firſt began, 
Her inowy Boſom preſt; 
Vor d, that he lov'd 8 mare than Life, 
And begg d he might be bleſt. 
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Nut ſhe, in Honour's ſtricteſt Rule 
Had train d her gentle Mind: 

Is this your Love to me, the ſaid, 
Ungrateful, and unkind ? 

In dreadful Rage of hated Luft, 
Her purple Blood to ſpill, 

He Grew his Sword, and ſwore ſhe dy'd 
It ſhe refus'd his Will. 

With trembling Fear ſhe cry'd, and thought 
Each Moment to be flain : 

Help! help! ch help ! for Heaven's ſake ! 
She cry'd, but crv'd in vain. 

Whole Floods of Tears, like filver Dew 
From off the Lilly's Head, 

Fell down her white and pearly Neck : 
Unhappy ! lovely Maid. 

The Thoughts of lofiag ail her Charme, 
That they muſt turn to Clay; 

To think of dying, when ſo young, 
Induc d her to obey. 

Her bleeding Heart did oft miſgive, 
She pray d, the wept, and ſigh d: 

But when her precious Jewel loſt, 
Much better had ſhe dy d. 

The faithleſs Wretch now fizes her Charms, 
Thoſe very Charms he ſwore 

To nouriſh with his utmett Care, 
He now rcg:res no more. 


Her Bed ſhe waters with her Tears, 
And beats her panting Breaſt ; 

Her Hand ſupports her droeping Head, 
But the can find no Ref. 

At length the ruddy Morning roſe, 
She bluſh d to ſee the Day; 

And curs'd the Night, that tatal Night, 
In which ſhe did obey, | 

The Guilt, which Guilt was not her own, 
So black was in her Eye, 

That though at Death ſhe ſtarted fuſt, 


She now reſolv'd to die. A pois now 
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A pois nous Drug, Oh ! mournful Tale! 
Within a filver Bowl 

She mix'd---then fipp'd the deadly Juice, 
And breath'd away her Soul. 

The Scarlet of her Lips grew pale, 
Her Eyes no Luftre boaſt ; 

Soft Muſick dies upon her Tongue, 
And all her Charms are loſt. 

Now, Edward, think what thou haſt done, 
Repent e'er 'tis too late ; 

Or at the 5 — Doom, 
Expect th ate. 

. SONG 458. 

THE Nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind, 
No lefs than z Wonder by Nature deſign d: 
She's the Grief of my Heart, the Joy of my Eye, 

And the Cauſe of a Flame that never can die. 

Her Mouth from whence Wit ſtill obligingly flows, 

Has the beautiful Bluſh, and the Smell of the Roe ; 
Love and Deſtiny both fill attend on her Will, 

She wounds with 2 Lock, with a Frown ſhe can kill. 


The deſperate Lover can hope no Redreſa, 
Where Beauty and Rigour are both in exceſs ; 
In Sylvia they meet, fo unhappy am I, 
Who ſees her muſt love, and who loves her muſt die. 
SONG 459. 
old Wife ſhe ſent to the Miller her Daughter 
To grind her Griſt quickly, and jo return back: 


The Miller fo work d it, that in eight Months after 


Her Belly was fill'd as full as her Sack; 
Young Robin ſo pleas d her, that when the came 
She gap d like a tuck Pig, and ſtar d like a Mome, 
She hoyden'd, ſhe ſcamper d, ſhe halloo d and whoop'd, 
And all the Day long, 
This, this was her Song, 
Was ever a Maiden ſo lericompoop d? 
Oh Nelly, cry'd Celie, thy Clothes are all mealy, 
Both Backſide and Belly are rumpled all o'er, 
You moap now and ſlabber, why what a pox ails ye ? 
I'll go 6 
4 
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He went, ar! the l ſo ply, 
due came cutting Capers a Foot and halt high, 
She wadeletl, the ſtraddled, the hailoo'd and whoop'd, 
And all the Day lone, 
This, this was her Song, 
Hey ! was ever two Sitters fo lericompoop'sd ? 
Then Mary o'th* Dairy, a third of the Number, 
Wou d fain know the Cauſe they io jig's it about, 
The Miller her Wiſhes long would net incumber 
But in the old manner the Secret found out. N 
Thus Celia an! Nelly, and Mary the mild, 
Were juſt about Harveſt-t1me all big with Child, 
They danc'd in the Hay, they halloo'd and whoop'd, 
And ail the Day long, 
1 Thie, this was the Song, 
ey ! were ever three Siſters ſo lericompoop's ? 
And when they were big they did ftare at each other, 
And crying, ch Sifters ! what ſhall we now do? 
For all our young Bantiings we have but one Father, 
And they in one Month will all come to Town too? 
O why did we run in ſuch haſte to the Mill, 
To Robin, who always the Toll Diſh would fill? 
He bump'd up our Bellies, then halloo'd and whoop'd, 
And all the Day long, 
This, this was their Song, 
Hev | were ever three Siſters ſo lericompoop'sd ? 
SONG 4560. 
1 Stone, that all Things turns at Will 
To Gold, the Chymiſt craves ; 
But Cold, without the Chymiſt's Skill, 
Turns all Men into Knaves, 
And a cheating they will go, &c. 
The Merchant wou'd the Courtier cheat, 
When on his Goods he lays 
Too high a Price---but, faith, he's bit, 
For a Courtier never pays, 
And a cheating, &c. 
The Lawyer, with a Face Cemure, 
Hangs him who fteals your Pelf; 
Becauſe the good Man can endure 
No Robber but bimtelf, 


And a cheating, &c. Betwixt 
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Betwixt the Quack and Highwaynlan, 
What Dif 'rence can there be? 
Tho' this with Piſtol, that with Pen, 
Both kill you for a Tee, 
And a cheating, &c, 


The Huſband cheats his loving Wife, 
And to a Miſtreſs goes ; 

While ſhe at home, to eaſe her Life, 
Carouſes with the Beaus, 

And a cheating, &c. 


The Tenant doth the Steward nick, 
(So low this Art we find) 
The Steward doth his Lordihup trick, 
My Lord trick ali Mankind, 
Ard a cheating, &c. 
One Sect ther: are, to whote fair Lot 
No ches ting Art: do fall, 
And thoſe are lariuns call d, God wot, 
And ſo 1 cheat you all, 
And a cheating, &c. 
SONG 46. 
TH Sun was zuſt fetting, the Reaping was done, 
And cver os Common I tript it alone; 
Then whom ſhou'd I meet but young Dick of our 
Town, 
Who ſwore ere I went I ſhon'd have a green Gown ; 
He preſt me, I ſturnbl d; 
He puih'd me, | tumbl' d; 
He kiſs d me, I grumbl” 43 ö 
But till he kiſs d on; 
Then roſe and went from me, as ſoon as he had done. 
If he be not hamper d for ſerving me fo, 
May I be worſe rumpl d, 
Worſe tumbl'd and jumbl'd, 
Wherever, wherever I go. 
Before an old Juſtice I ſummon d the Spark, 
And how do you think I was ſerv' d by his Clerk? 
He puli'd out his Ink- horn, and aſk'd me his Fee, 
You now ſhall relate the whole Buſineſs, quoch he, 
He preſt me, &c 
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The Juſtice then came, tho grave was his Look, 
Seem d to wiſh I wou'd kiſs him inftead of the Book; 
He whiſper'd ; his Clerk then leaving the Place, 
I was had to his Chamber, to open my Caſe, 
He preſt me, &c. 


I went to cur Parſon to make my Complaint ; 
He look'd like a Bacchus, but preach d like a Saint; 
He ſaid, we ſhould ſoberly Nature refreſh ; 
Then nine times he urg'd me to humble the Fleſh, 
He preſt me, I ftumbl'd, 
He puſh d me, I tumbl'd, 
He kiſs d me, I grumbl'd ; 
Eut ſtill he kiſs'd on; 
Then roſe and went from me, as ſoon as he'd done. 
If he be not hamper d for ſerving me ſo, 
May I be worſe rumpl'd, 
Worſe tumbl'd, and jumbl'd, 
Wherever, wherever I go. 
SONG 462. 
HE ſweet roſy Morning 
Peeps over the Hills, 
With Bluſhes adorning 
The Meadows and Fields ; 
While the merry, merry, merry Horn calls, 
Come, come, come away, 
Awake from your Slumber, 
And hail the new Day. 
The Stag rous'd before us, 
Away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the Chorus 
Of Hounds in full cry. 
Then follow, follow, follow 
The muſical Chaſe, 
Where Pleaſure and vigorous 
Health you embrace, 
The Day's Sports when over, 
Makes Blood circle right, 
And gives the briſk Lover 
Freſh Charms for the Night. 
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Then let us, let us enjoy 
All we can while we'mav, 
Let Love crown the Night, 
As our Sports crown the Day, 
SONG 463. 
T HE terrible Law, 
When it taſtens its Paw 
On a poor Man, it gripes till he's undone 
And what I am doing, 
May turn to my Ruin, 
Though rich as the Lord- Mayor of London. 
Therefore I'Il be wary, 
What Meſſage I carry, 
Unlcts we firſt make a lure Kenn 
I] will be dcmpnity' 4 
Thoroughly zatisty 2.5 
That ch am ſhan r later a Varding. 
SONG 264 
T* TRE was a jovial Beggar, 
He had a wooden Leg, 
Lame from his Cradle, 
And forced for to beg, 
And a begging we will go, 
Will go, wil! go, 
And a begging we wil! go. 
A Bag for his Oatmeal, 
Another fur his Salt; 
And a Pair of Crutches, 
To ſhew that he can halt. 
And a begging, &c, 
A Bag for his Wheat, 
Another for his Rye; 
A little Bottle by his Side, 
To drink when he 15 dry 4 
And a begging, &c. 
To Pimblico we'll go, 
Where we ſhall merry be; 
With ev'ry Man a Can in « Hand, 
And a Wench upon his Knee. 
And a begging, &c, Ii 3 


d 
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( 378 ) 


Ang when we are diſpoſed 


Full ſeven Years I 
For my old Mafter Wild; 
He taught me how to beg, 
When I was but a Child. 
And a begging, &c. 
I begg'd for my Maſter, 
And got him Store of Pelf ; 
But Jove now be praiſed, 
I can beg for myſelf, 
And a begging, &c. 
In an old hollow Tree 
I live and pay no Rent; 
Previdence provides for me, 
And I am well content. 
And a begging, &c. 
Of all the Occupations 
A Beggar lives the beft ; 
For when he is a weary. 
He'll lay him down to reſt: 
And a begging, &c. 
I fear no Plots againſt me, 
I live in open Cell; 
Then who would be a King, 
When a Beggar lives ſo well ? 
And a begging, &c. 


SONG 465. 


THERE was a bonny Blade, 


Had marry d a Country Maid, 
And ſafely conducted her home, home, home; 


She was neat in every Part, 


And the pleas'd him to the Heart, 


T 


(379) 


She was bright as the Day, 
And briſk as the May, 
And 25 round and as plump as a Plumb, Plumb, Plumby 
But ill the filly Swain 
Could do nothing but complain, 
Becauſe that his Wite ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb, 


She could brew, and ſhe could bake, 
She could ſew, and the could make, 
She could ſweep the Houſe with a Broom, Broom, Broom, 
She could waſh, and ſhe could wring, 
She could do any kind of Thing ;. 
But ah! alas! 8 dumb, dumb, 
To the Doctor then he went, | 
For to give himſelf Content, 
And to cure his Wiſe of the mum, mum, mum: 
Oh! tis the eaſieſt Part 
That belongs unto my Art, 
For to make a Woman ſpeak that is dumb, dumb, dumb. 
To the Doctor he her brings, 
And he cuts her chatt' ring Strings, 
And at Liberty he ſet her r Tongue, Tongue, Tongue 
Her Tongue began to walk 
And ſhe began to talk, 
As tho' the had never been dumb, dumb, dumb. 
Her Faculty the tries, 
And the fill'd the Houſe with Noiſe, 
And ſhe rattled in his Ears like a Drum, Drum, Drum, 
She bred a deal of Strife, 
Made him weary of his Life, | 
He's give any Thing again the was dumb, dumb, dumb. 
To the Doctor then he goes, 
And thus laments his Woes, 
Oh Doctor you've me undone, undone, undone; 
For wy Wike the's turn'd a Scold, 
And her Tongue can never hold, 
Tad give any Kind of Thing ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. 
When I did undertake 
To make your Wife to 


It was a Thing eafily inch done; 


( 380 ) 
But tis paſt the Art of Man, 
Let him do whate'er he can, 
For to makea feolding Wite hold her Tongue, Tongue, 
Torgue. * 
SONG 43466. 
HE Wheel of Life is turning quickly round, 

And nothing in this World of Certaity is found ; 
The Midwife wheels us in, and Death wheels us out: 
Gocd lack | good lack! how Things are wheel d about? 
Some few aloft on.Fortune's Wheel do 20, 

And as they mount up high, the others tumble low ; 

In this we all agree, -that Fate at firſt did will, 

That this great Wheel ſhould never once ſtand ſtill. 

The Courtier turns to gain his private Ends, 

Till he's fo giddy grown, he quite forgets his Friends; 

Proſperity ott-times deceives the Proud and Vain, 

And wheels ſo faſt, it turns them out again. 

Some turn to this, to that, and ev ry Way, 

And cheat, and ſcrape for what can t purchafe one poor 
Day; 

But this is 2 the generous-hearted Man, 

Who lives, and makes the moſt of Lite he can. 

And thus we're wheel d about in Life's ſhort Farce, 

Till we at laſt are heel d off in a rumbling Hearſe: 

The Midwife wheels us in, and Death wheels us out: 

Good lack! gucd lack! how Things are wheeP'd about. 


SONG 7. 
TAE Widow can bake and the Widow can brew, 
The Widow can ſhape, and the Widow can few, 
And many brave Things the Widow can do ; 
Then have at the Widow my Laddie, 
With Courage attack her baith early and late, 
To kiſs her and clap her ye munna be blate; 
Speak well and do better, for that's the beſt Cats 
To win a young Widow my Laddie. 
The Widow ſhe's youthful, and never a Hair 
The war of the wearing, and has a good Skair 
Of every Thing lovely: ſhe's witty and faw, 
And has a rich Jointure my Laddie. What 
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What cou'd ye wiſh better your Pleaſure to crown, 

os Wes, the bonieſt Toaſt in the Town, 

With naithing, but draw in your ſtool and fit down, 
And ſport with the Widow my Laddie. 

Then till er and kill*er with Courteſie dead, 

Thro' ftark Love and Kindneſs be all ye can 

Be heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed 
With a benny gay Widow my Laddie. 

Strike Iron while tis bot, if ye'd have it to wald, 

For Fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 

But ruins the Wocer that's thowleſs and cauld, 
Unfit for the Widow my Laddie. 


SONG 4368. 
HEN as it fell out cn a Holiday, 
Then as it fell out on a Holiday, 
Then as it fell out on a Holiday; 
"Twas on a Holiday Tide-a, 
"Twas on a Holiday Tide-a, 
"Twas on a Holiday Tide-a. 
Sir John he got on his ambling Nag, 
Sir John, &c, 
| o Scotland for to ride · a. 
With an hundred and more of his own he ſwore, 
With an hundred, &c. 
To guard him on ev'ry Side-a. 
No Errant Knight e'er went to fight, 
No Errant, &c. 
So bold a Deſperada ; 
Had you ſeen but his Look, you'd have ſwore on a Book, 
Had you, &c. | 
He'd have conquer'd a whole Armada. 
The Ladies look'd out at their Windows, to ſee, 
The Ladies, &c. 
So brave, ſo warlike a Sight-a, 
And they did cry, as he paſs'd by, 
&c. 


And they, 
» why will you go fight-a ? * 


Sir 
Bur . 
2 38 rode on, 


( 382 ) 
His Heart wou d nod relent-a a; 
For, till he came there, what had he to fear ? 
For, till, &c. 
Or why ſhou d be repent-a ? 
The King (God fave him) had fingular Hope, 
The King, &c. 
Of lim and all his Troop-a, 
A4vith ron, as he march d along, 
And a1“. & 
Fur y did halleo and hoop a. 
Vere |1:k'd bim ſu well a: his Colonel, 
None lik d, &c. 
Who took hirn for John du Barta; 
But when the Scots Army came in Sight, 
But when, &c. 
The Knight was not fo pert-a. 
And when there was ſhows of Guns and Blows, 
And when, &c. 
And ev'ry Man muſt fight-a, 
He ran to his Tent, and they aſk'd what he meant, 
He ran, &c. 
He ſaid, He muſt needs go ſh---t-a, 
His Colonel ſent for him back again, 
His Colonel, &c. 
To place him in the Van-a, 
But Sir John did ſwear, he wou'd never come chere, 
But Sir Jchn, &c. 
To be kill'd the very firſt Man-a. 
To esſe him of Fear, he plac d him in the Rear; 
To eaſe, &c. 
At Miles back half a Score -a. 
Sir John he did play a Trip and away, 
Sir John, &e. 
And ne er ſaw the Enemy more-a. 
SONG 49. 
T Here liv'd long ago in a Country Place, 
A clever young Lad that low d a young Laſs ; 
She lov'd him again, and (Ol wonder to hear |) 
No Otters could move her, ſhe lov'd him ſo da-. 


Ti 
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The Lord of the Village took it into his Head, 
'To tempt her to leave him and come to his Bed : 
He offer d her Jewels, and Baubles and Rings, 
But ſhe flighted his Love, and refus'd his gay Things, 
He told her, he'd make her as fine as a Queen, 
Her Gown ſhould be Silk, and her Cap Colberteen. 
But ſhe ſaid Linſey-w v0Ilſey and Bone-lace would ſerve, 
And rather than pleaſe him ſhe'd venture to ſtarve. 
He told her he'd give her a Pad to ride out, 
Or a Coach, if ſhe !ik'd it, to viſit about. 
She thank'd him, but ſaid, the cuuld very well walk, 
And ſhould the have a Coach, how the Netghbours would 

talk ! 

He ſaid, for the Neighbours, he'd make it his Care, 
That none, e en the Farſon on Sundays, ſhould dare 
To find Fault with her Conduct, or offer to blame 
Her manner of Living, or blaſt her good Name. 
She told him, in ſhort, he muſt e'en be content, 
For Jewels or Gold ſhould ne er bribe her Conſent x 
Her Heart was another's, and ſo ſhould remain, 
And the ſcorn d to be talſe for the Lucre of Gain, 


SONG 470 


15 great World is a Trouble, 
Where all muſt their Fortunes bear 
Make the moſt of the Bubble, 
You'll have but Neighbours Fare. 
Let not Jealouſy teaze ye, 
Think of nought but to pleaſe ye, 
What's paſt, tis but in vain 
For Mortals to with again. 
When dull Cares do attack ve, 
Drinking will thoſe Clouas repel; 
Four good Eottles will make ye, 
Happy, they ſeldom fail. 


If a Fifth ſhould be wanted, 
Aſk the Gods tu ill be granted 
Thus, with eaſe, you'll obtain 
A Remedy tos all your Prin. 
SONG 


( 384 ) 


FHE Card invites, in Crowds we fly 
ä GN full cry ; 
t Joy, Cares and all 
To hie to the Midnigh EC * 
Nor Want, nor Pain, nor Grief, nur Care, 
P 
briſk, the bold, the young and 
And roar to the jolly Hark-away, " 
Uncounted ſt ikes the Morning C 
And drowſy Watchmen id!y knock; 
Till Day-light peeps, we ſport and play, 
All hie to the Midnight Hark-away. 
When tir'd with Sport, to Bed we 
And kill the tedicus Day with Sleep ; 
To-morrow's welcome Call obey, 
And again to the Midnight Hark -away. 
SONG 43x47. 
TO cruel you ſeem to my Pain, 
And hate me becauſe I am true; 
Yet Phili:s you love a falſe Swain, 
Who has other Nymphs in his View, 
Enjoyment's a Trifle to him, 
To me what a Heaven it would be! 
To him but a Woman you ſeem, 
But ah! you're an Angel to me. 
Thoſe Lips which he touches in haſte, 
To them I for ever could grow, 
Still clinging around that dear Waſte, 
Which he ſpans as beſide him you go; 
That Arm, like a Lilly fo White, 
Which over his Shoulders you lay, 
My Boſom conld warm it all Night, 
My Lips they would preſs it all Day. 
Were | like a Monarch to reign, 
Were Graces my Subjects to be, 
Ta leave them and fly to the Plain, 
To dwell in a Cottage with thee : 


( 385 ) 
But if I muſt feel thy Diſdain, 

If Tears cannot Cruelty droven, 
O let me not live in this Pain, 

But give me my Death in a Frown., 
SONG 473. 


1 plain, dear Youth, thete tell-tale Eves 


A willing Heart declare; 

Et vr Love's Sake, let it ſuſſicz, 
You reign triumphant there, 
Forbcar vo! ar uimon Power to try, 
Nor tarther urge your Sway z 
Prets net tor hat 1 muſ: deny, 

Fer tear 1. uid obeꝝ, 


For fear I ſhould obey. 


Reſ ve not then to do an Ill, 
Becnite pe: haps you may z 
But rather interpoſe y ir Sal, 
To fave me thon betrav. 
Be vou YI! Solo my Vritue's Guard, 
Def 1d, ani not purſae ; 
Sinte 'tis a Tak for me too hard 
To Meck with Love and vou, 
To ſtrive uin Love and you. 
SONG 47 4. 
heal the Seca. t a Dee had made, 
Upon my Fulac', Face, 
Hone upon her Che. ſhe laid, 
Ard bid me kits the "Place, 
P::23'd, I obey d, and from the Wour3, 
Imbib'd both ſwert and fma't ; 
The Honey ca my Lips 1 forink, 
The Sting within my Fart, 


S S] * Cc: 975. 


O make the Wife kin, and to ken tHe Hor 2 


p 4 + Lea) > Row lay ela 
You mult * her Mind; let her le, nat 


in all that the de-, you mu give er hor Wo 


For tell her te es Mine, "and you'll 16.4 ict „ 


Then HuibanJ; tal: e care, 
Suipic:cas b. 
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Your Wives may be trac, 
If you fancy tl.ey are: 
With Conßdence truſt them, and be not ſuch Elves, 
A+ *o make by your Jerluuty Horns for yourſelves, 
rn Contiderce, &c. 
Abroad all the Day if the chancrs to roam, 
Scem plcas'd with her, Abſence, ſhe Il ſigh to ccme 
Home: 
The Man ſhe likes beſt, and longs moſt to be at, 
Be ture to commend, ard he'll hate him for that. 
Then HFufrands te care, &c. 
What vnde i hs, you may tat ly oppoſe ; 
Whatever ber Felle are, raiſe her for thoſe: 
- pprove all her Schemes that ſhe lavs fer a Man, 
Fur rame but a Vice, and ſhe ll fin if ſhe can. 
Tren Huſbands tale care, 
Ot Svtipicicns beware, 
Your Wives may be true, 
It you fancy they are: 
Vith Cong lence truſt them, and be not ſuch Elves, 
#.s to make by your Jealouſy Horns tor yourielves. 
Vith Confidence, &c. 
SONG 8. 
＋ OO late for Redreſs, and too ſcon for my Eaſe, 
ta vou, I lcy'd, and I wiſh'd I cou'd pleaſe; 
T t2ncy d your Eyes read the Language of mine, 
fan a my Love's Image refiected en thine ; 
be Eiatterer Hope to my Ruin led on, 
And taught me to judge of your Heart by my own 3 
S .*-Icv2 to my Wiſh was at hand to periuade, 
1} 27 wy Love was return'd, and my Friendſhip repaid, 
Bur walz'd from this Dr am, tis with Anguith 1 $nd, 
Words and Looks were but civil, which once I thought 
kind; 
Its Colour no lonzer falſe Fancy will lend, 
To form the fend Lover, or image the Friend; 
But be fi my peor Heart, or beat thee to Rat, 
FI! drive this Tormentor, this Love from my Breaft ; 
III break the gay Bauble my Fancy has made, 
And punith the Heart Self-love has betray'd. 
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SON G 477. 
TO the Cod of Wine 
My Song and my Defizn 
Wita a grateful IF tit will I ratte. 
Tis my Heart's Delig!. t 
To zes him ev'ry Night, 


ne | And tc catrol raerrily his Praiie, 


7 


Mosch Bacchus, gay and young ; 
Fre to ſave us, 
And rehicve us, 
When the World goes wrong. 
Scund his Name, 
Raue it high, 
Sing his Fame 
To the Slry, 
Till the wiſe World join in our Song. 
Shou'd a Mortal dare 
Elis merry Subjccts ſneer, 
Let him dread the Fate decreed, 
A new Law well weigh'd - 
The drinking Court has made, 
And to Juſtice thus they Il proceed. 
Set the Rebel to the Bar, 
That the Traitor, 
Beund in Fetter, 
May his Sentence hear. 
Let the Rogue, 
In a String, 
Like a Dog, 
Take a Swing, 
Or be drown'd in Rot-gut Small- boos 
SONG 473. 
thee, O gentle Sleep, alone 
Is owing all our Peace; 
By thee our Joys are heizhten'd ſhown, 
By thee our Serrows ceaſe. 
The Nymph whoſe Hand, by Fraud or Force, 
Sante Tyrant has poſſeſs d; 
By thee obtaining a Divorce, 
In her own Choice is bleft. 
Kk 2 
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Oh! fray, Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 
7 he ſadly weeping Tair 
Corjures t!.ce not to Joſe in Day 
tte Object or her Care. 
To graſy whoſe picofing I Terim the ſought 
That Nie tien chas'd her & cep 3 
Thu. ly curiciies are citneft wrought 
Tuc Gries tor which we werp. 
SONG 47% 
T. an ported with Pleaſure Y 
I gaze on my Tre ature 
And rav! m my 8g 3 
While ſhe gail) as = 
My Anguiſa bez 
ug ments ä \ Coliche. 
Hu blet 13 a Lever 
VW hoie Turnents are over, 
Ini Fears aad his Fain 
When Beauty re! nting 
Rrray: vith con enting, 
Her Sc2rn and Di dain. 
SON G 4%. 
i the * = n the Seas were rcaring, 
uh Lell Blais of Wind, 
A he 1 boy lay CeDur. ns 
All on a Rock reclin'd, 
Wee doer the rearing Pillows, 
She cat a wiſhivi Lool ; 
Her Head was croun'd with Willows 
That trembled o er the Brock. 
Twelve Mombs were gone and cver, 
And nne may tedious Days; 
Why deſt th mu vent?*rcus Lover, 
by diſt tion truſt the Scas? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel Ocean, 
And let my Lover reſt: 
Ah ! what's thy troubles Riotion, 
To that wWirumn my Bicat? 
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( 339 } 
The Merchant, robb'd of 'rcafure, 

Views Tempeſt in Deipair; 
But what's the Loſs of Treature, 

To loſing of my Dear! 
Shou d you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 

Where Gold and Diamonds grow, 
You'd fird a richer Maiden, 

But none that loves you fo. 
How can they fay that Nai ure 

Has nothing made in vain; 
Why then beneath the Water 

Do hidcous Rocks remain? 
No Eye theie Rocks diſcover, 

That lurk” beneath the Deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring Lover, 

And leave the Maid to weep. 
All Melancholy lying, 

Thus wail'd ſhe tor her Dear, 
Repay'd each Blaſt with ſighing, 

Each Billow with a Tear : 
When o'er the white Waves ſtooping 

His floating Corps ſhe ſpy d; 
Thea like a Lilly grooping, 

She bow'd her Head, and dy'd, 

SONG 351. 
'F Was cold, and young Roger had Leave from the 
Squie 

To cleave tome dry Blocks to recruit his Wite's Fire; 
When, at every Blow, from his Stomach there broke 
A Hem, or a Hah, near as loud as the Stroke. 
Eis Wife ſtanding by, and demanding the Reaſon, 
Quoth Hedge, theſe Emiſſions in labouring eaſe one: 
Fer while Voice and Members at once thus employ dare, 
Ldrixe the Wedge further, and make the Slit wider. 
Attentive Joan heard, and was ſilent till Night, 
When Roger performing the conjugal Rate, 
In the midſt of the rapturous, amorous Game, 


She pinch'd him, and pull'd him, and bid him cry 
tiem, 
Kk 3 Hodge 


( 390 ) 
Hodge knew what ſhe meant, but unable to give 
A Comfort ſo long as his Spouſe could receive: 
He cry d, my dear ſewel, I can Item no more in; 
There's Odds you mult know between cleaving and 
boring. 
SONG 432 


TW. at the ſilent midnight Eour, 
When all wee faſt allcep : 

It glided Mary'ret's grim'y Ghoft, 
And itcod at William's Feet. 

Her Face was like an .\cril Morn, 
Clud in a wint' ry Cl-ud 

And Clay cold was her lily Hand, 
That heid her fable Shroud. 

Ss ſtall the fairer Face appear, 
When Youth and Years are flown : 

Such is the Rube that Kings muit wear. 
When Death has reft their Crown. 

Her Bloom was like the ſpringing Flow'r, 
That ſips tl. e filver Deu; 

The Rote was budded in her Check, 
Juſt op' ning to the View. 

But Love had, like the Canker-worm, 
Conſum'4 her early Prime: 

The Reſe grew pale, and left her Cheek 1 
She dy d betuie her Time. 

Awake, ſhe cry'd, thy True-love calls, 
Come from her nudnigliit Grave: 

Now let th: Fur hear the Maid, 
Th; Leve refus d to tave. 

Th is the dumb and Creary Hour, 
When injur d Choſts complain; 

Now yaw ning Craves give up the:r Dead, 
Te haunt the faithleſ; Man. 

Bethink thee, William, ct thy Fault, 
Thy bledge and broken Oath ; 

And gie me back my maiden Vow, 


And give me back my Troth. 


—— 


( 397 ) 
Why did you promiſe Love to me, 
And mt that Promite keep? 
Why did you ſwear my Eyes were bright, 
Yet leave thoſe Lycs to weep ? 
How cc uld vou ſay my I ace was fair, 
Ard yet that Face forſake? 
How could you win my Virgin Heart, 
Vet leave that tieart to byeak ? 
Why did you ſay my Lips were ſweet, 
Ard made tie Scarlet pale? 
And why Cid I yourg witlets Maid, 
Believe the flatt“ ing Tale? 
That Face, alas ! no more 1s fair, 
Thoſe Lips no longer red; 
Dark are my Eyes, now clos'd in Death, 
And ev'ry Charm is fled. 
The hungry Worm my Siſter is, 
This WirGing-ſheet 1 wear; 
And cold and ereary laſts our Night, 
Till that laſt Morn appear. 
But hark the Cock has warn'd me hence 
A long and lat Adieu 
Ccme ſee, falſe Man, how low ſhe lies, 
That dy'd for Love of ycu. 
The Lark ſung leud, the Morning ſmil'd, 
And rais'd her glitt' ring Head: 
Pale William quak'd in ev'ry Limb, 
An raving lett his Bed. 
He hy'd him to the fatal Place, 
Where Marg'ret's Budy lay ; | 
And ſtretch'd him on the green Craſs Turf, 
And wrapt ler breathleſs Clay. 
And thrice he call'd on Marg'ret's Name, 
And thrice he wept full fore ; 
Then laid his Cheek t5 the cold Grave, 
And Word ſpake never more. 
SONG 433. 
TW. in the Land of Cyder, 
At a Place call'd Brampton-Bryon, 
Such a Prank was play d 
Twixt a Man and Maid, 
That all the Saints cry'd fie on. 


( 392 ) 
For gentle John and Suſan 
Were oft at Recreation ; 
To tell the Truth, 
This vig'rcus Youth, 
Caus d a dreadful Conflagration, 


Both Morning, Noon, and Night, Sir, 


Briſk John was at her Crumper ; 

He got in her Geers 

Five times before Pray're, 
And fix times after Supper, 
ohn being well provided, 
So cloſely did folace her, 

That Sufan's Waift, 

So ſlackly lac'd, 
Shew d Signs of Babe of Grace. 
But when the Knight perceived 
That Suſan had been ſinning, 

And that his Lais, 

For want of Grace, 
Lov'd Kiſling more than Spinning: 
To cleanſe the Houſe from Scandal, 
And filthy Formation; 

Of all ſuch Crimes 

To ſhew the Times 
His utter Detellatien ; 


He took both Bed and Bolfter, 
Nay, Blankets, Sheets, and Pillows ; 
Wich Johnny's Frock, 
And Suſan s Smock, 
And burnt them in the Kiln-houſe, 


And every vile Utenſil 
On which they had been wicked; 

As Chairs, juint-ftools, 

Old "Trunks, Cloſe-ſtacls, 
And eke the three-legg'sd Cricket. 
But had each Thing defiled 
Been burnt at Brampton-Bryon, 

We all muft grant 

The Knight would want 
Himſelf a Bed to lie on. 
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SONG 424. 
Ys as on a River's verdant Side, 
About the Clcle of Day, 

A dying Swan with Mafick try'd 
To chaſe her Cares away. 

And tho' ſhe ne'er had firain'd her Throat, 
Or tun'd her Vice before, 

Death, raviſm' d with ſo ſweet a Note, 
A while the Strecke torbore, 

Farewel, ſhe cry'd, ye fer Streams, 
Ye purling Waves adicu, 

Where Phebus us' d to datt his Zeams, 
And bels buth me ar you. 
arewel, ye tender wiiting Reeds, 
Sc.t Scenes of happy Love ; 

Farewel, ve bright enamel'd Meads, 
Where I was wont to rove. 

With you I muſt no more converſe ; 
Lock, vonder ſetting Sun 

Waits, v.hile I theſe laſt Notes rehearſe, 
And tlen he muſt be gone. 

Mourn net, my kind and conſtant Mate, 
We'll meet again below: 

It is the kind Decree of Fate, 
And I with Pleaſure go. 

While thus ſhe ſurg, upon a Tree 
Within th' a jacent Wood, 

To hear her mourntul Melody 
A Stork attentive ſtood. 

From vw hence thus to the Swan the ſpoke : 
What means this Song of Joy? 

Is it, fond Fool, ſo kind a Stroke 
That dces thy Life deftrcy ? 

Turn backs, deludivg Bird, and try 
To keep thy fleeting Breath: 

It is a diſmal Thing to die, 
Ard Pleaſure ends in Death. 


294 ) 
Baſe Stork, the Swan reply d, give o'er, 
Thy Arguments are vain 
If ester Death we are no more, 
Yet we are free fron. Pain. 
But there re oft Flyfan Shades, 
And Bow'rs of K und {tenofe, 
Where rever any Storm 1wcades, 
Nor Tempeſt ever views, 
There in cool Strewns, and thady Woods, 
Il {poi t the Time away ; 
Or, ſwimming down the cryſtal Ficeds, 
Among young Ba!lcyons p. 
Then pr ythe: ce:i-, or tell me why 
T have ſuch Cauſe to griese, 
Since tis a Hippmnets to die, 
Aud it 3 a Bain do hve, 
SONG 485. 
WO Gods of great Honour, Bacchus and Apollo, 
The one ſam'd in Mufick, the other in Wine, 
In Heaven were raving, diſputing, and braving, 
Vhoſe Theme was the nobleſt, and Trade moft 
divinę: 
Your Mutick, ſays Bacc!.us, would ſtun us and rack us, 
Did Claret net i tten the Diſcords you make: 
Song: are not inviting, nor Verſes delighting, 
Till Poets of my great Influence partake, 
I'm. y2ur:g, plump, and jolly, free from Melancholy: 
Who ever grew fat by the Sound cf a String ? 
Rogues doom d to a Gibbet do often contribute, 
10 purchaſe a Bottle befuie they do ſwing. 
In Lyve I am noted, by old and young courted 3 
A Cirl, when inipir d by me, is ſoon won; 
So great are the Motions of one of my Portions, 
be Mules, tho* Mails, I could whore ev ry one. 
When Mortal: are f.etted, perplex d, or indebted, 
To me, as a Father, for Succonr they cry; 
In their ſad Condition, I hear their Petition, 
A Bottle revives the oppreſt Votary. 
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Then leave off your Tocting, your Fidling and Fluting, 

Aſide lay your Harp, and bow down to the Flaſk ; 
My Joys they are riper than Songs from a Piper, 

What Muſic k it tweeter than ſounding a Caſk ? 

Says Phoebus, this Fellow is drunk ſure, or mellow, 
To prize Mufick leis than Wine and October, 

Since thoſe who loveDrinking, are void of all Thinking, 
And want fo much Senſe as to keep themſelves ſober, 
Thus while they were wrangling, diſputing and jangling, 

Came buxom bright Venus to end the Diſpute: 

Say ſhe, now to eale ye, Mars beſt of all pleas'd me, 

When arm'd with a Bottle, and charm d with a Flute. 
Your Muſick has charm d me, your Wine has alarm d 

me, 

When] have ſecm'd coy and hard to be won; 

When both have been moving, I could not help loving, 

And Wine has compleated what Muſick begun. 

The Geds, ſtruck with Wonder, deciar'd by Jove v 
Thunder, 
They'd mutually join in ſupplying Love's Flame; 
So each, in his Function, mov'd on in Conjunction, 


To melt with ſoft Pleaſure the amorous Dame, 
SONG 386. 
T Goſſips they merrily met 


At Nine in the Morning full ſoon; 
And they were refoly'd for a Whet, 
To keep their ſweet Voices in Tune. 
Away to the Tavern they went ; 
© Here Joan I vow and proteſt, 
© That I have a Crown yet unſpent, 
Come, let's have a Cup of the beſt. 


© And 1 have another perhaps, 

A Piece of the very ſame Sort; 
Why ſhould we fit thrumming of Caps, 
© Come, Drawer, and fill us a Quart 

„And let it be Liquor of Life, 
Canary, or ſparkling Wine 

© For I am a buxom voung Wife, 
And 1 love to go gallant and fine. 


( 359 ) 

The Drawer as blythe as a Bird 

Came fttipping with Cap in his Hand, 
* Dear IL. des, I give you my Word, 

The beſt t!:all be at yrur Cemmand 

A — of Canary he Seas, 

Jcan all' vp a Glais ard begun, 
Here Cecil a Burnper to cu, 


ll picdge vou, Cirl, were it a Tun! 


And, pray C ſſip, did'nt you hear 
The common Rep. rt of the Town ? 
© A *Squire of five hund ed a Year 
© Is wairy'd to Doll ef tlie Crown: 
© A drapgt:c- revs Slut en my Word 
© Her Clothes banging ragged © nd. foul 3 
© In troth he would fain base a Bird, 


© That wuuid give a Cruat for an Owl. 


© And ſhe had 2 Siſter lait Tear, 


E Whole JAE ny +? Lacy * 11: 0 ** lopir "= 8 g Peg, 


A She'd take up a Straw with her Lar, 
6 I warrant her richt a: Mm, Leg! 
© A Dreuer be git ler win Cid, 


E Tut e en let (Wm bow as they bake ; 


* I knes fie Mas wantca zd wild, 
Bat Til reicher meddie nor make. 

Fer , Gemip Joan, by wy troth, 

« Tho nevertheleſs Ive been told, 

Sic ſtale feven Yaris oi Drouad-cloth, 

© A Ring and a Lecket ot Cd; 

e A Smcck and a new Pair of Shoes, 
A flouriſiuag Lladara was fte 

© But Margery teld me the News. 


* 


And it ne er ſhall go further for me. 


* We were at a Gcſiipping Club, 

© Where we had a cherupirg Cup, 
© Of good humming Liquor, firung Bub! 
© Your Huſband's Name there it was up, 
For bearing a powerful Sway, 
© All Neirhbours his Valour have ſeen ; 
For he's Cu--ko!d they fav, 
A Cenflable, Coſip, I mean. 


LO 


( 397 ) 
© Dear Goſſip, a Slip of the Tongue 
* No Harm was intended in Mind; 
Chance Words they wil: miagle among 
Our others, we commonly find: . 
© I hope you won't take it amiſs, 
© No, no, that were Folly in us: 
And if we perhaps get a Kils, 
* Pray what are our Huſbands the worſe. 
SONG 457. 
Y Irgins are like the fair Flower in its Luftre, 
Which in the Garden enamels the Ground 3 
Near it the Bees in Play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy Butterflies frolick around. 


But, when once pluck' d, tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent-Garden tis ſent (as yet ſweet) 

There fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under Feet. 


SONG 439. 
Yan is ev'ry fond Endeavour, | 
To refiit the tender Dart; 
For Examples move us never, 


We muſt feel to know the Smart. 


When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our Beauties ſet to view, 
Vanity her Aid ſupplying, 
Bids us think tis all our Due. 
Softer than the vernal Breezes 
Is the mild deceitful Strain; 
Frowning Truth our Sex diſpleaſes, 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain. 
Soon, too ſoon, the happy Lover 
Does our tendereſt Hopes deceive ; 
Man was form'd to be a Rover, 
Fooliſh Woman to believe. 
SONG 439g. 
VAinly now you ſtrive to charm me, 
All ye 8 Sweets of — ; 
How ſhou'd empty Sun-ſhine warm me 
While Lothario keeps _ 
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I e Banks, with Herbage green, 

i Lale v th imiing Pier ty theil ; 
V. "VT -: r St ram 1© ſcen, 

ebe. Hgalth and Pleaſure dwell. 
Let e tay car, thy zielding War: 

Win naked Arms die more d:vide; 
In the wi glouing em lave, 

. d em ne gent!y-rciing Tide. 
Tayvre iti Damaſk Roſes crown d 

} 202%") ſem Oſter's duſky Shade; 
Whew Water Lillies paint the Grcund, 

Alu bling Springs refreſh te Glade, 
Let <1: £ Cina too be there, 

Wh azure Mantle lightly dreſt; 
Ye Niir bs, Lind up her filken Hair, 

Ye Zephyrs, fin her parting Breatt. 
O hofe War, fur Maid, and bring 

The Muir, the Kindly Friend to Love 
To mer alone the Moſe 1.1 fing, 

Ars v.arcle thro' the vecal Grove. 


N 


W- re guy ye, and we're gai y vet, 


W. come, W. come, Þ:athe 


To tl or, but merry 
M here n Baia. Dunn, ner 8 
Die to ſhew nz fr: cha! Face; 
Br kind Sir, as vou're a 5; Nats 
Down your Carrifa vm mit lay, 
Cr y ur Coat will be iz Das cer, 
You mult eitl. er ſtrip or pay, 
Ne er repire at vcu r gas .2ement 
From vour Ch! ren or gur Voue 
Veii:i.w les in tr. e Re L-nment, 
I i:ro* the var ene Scones of Life, . 
Scorn to few tho I.. 1 Arſentmenr, 
Tay? bencat: the Frowns of Fate 3 
Kno es and Begoors und Contentment, 
F::rs and Care. attend the Great. 


» 


Tha' our Creditors are ſprictul, 
Ard reſt: ain eur Boilies l. gra, 
Tie ill make a Coa. —— 
Liner hes n N eite to ſcar. 
Ev'ry Hand's but ri A } 
St: engly guard: 45 by the Sea; 
Kin ard Princes, for that Reaſon, 
Pris'nett are a well as we, 
What was it made eat Aermndcr 
Weep at his unten uy Fate? 
"Twas bectae be cculd nn wander 
Ber nu his World's Qrong Vriton Gate. 
For the Forli is a'ſo bounded, 
By the Heav're and Stars above; : 
Why 0 wid we then be contended, 
Since theic's nothing f.ce but Love? 


SONG 402. ö 


And we's not very tow, but we're gaily yet, 
Then fit ve awhile and tipple a bit, 
For we's not very fow, but we're gaily yet. 
Ard we' ze gatiy yet, &c. 
Liz There 


( 400 ) 
There was a Lad, and they cau'd him Dicker, 
He gae me a Kiſs, and I bit his Lippy, 
Then under my Apron he ſhew'd me a Trick, 
And we's nct very tow, but we're gaily yet. 
And we're gaily yet, &c. 
There were three Lads, and they were clad, 
I here were three Laffes, and them they had, 
Three Trees in the Orchard are newly ſprung, 
And we's a' git geer enough, we're but young. 
And we re gaily yet, &c. 
Then up went Ailey Ailey, up went Ailey now, 
Then up with Aitey, quo Crumma, we's a get rozring 
tcw., 
And one was kifs'd in the Barn, another was kifs'd en 
the Green, g 
And t' other behind the Peaſe- ſtack, till the Mow flew 
| up to her Ey'en. 
Then up went Ailey, &c. 
Now fie John Thompſcn run, 
Gin ever ye run in your Lite, 
De'e! get ve, but hye my deur jack, 
There s 2 Mon got to Bed with your Wi 
Then up went Aly, &c, 
Then away John Thompſon ran, 
And agad, ne ran with Speed : 
But before he had run his length, 
The falſe Loon had done the Dead. 
Then up went Alley, &c. 
SONG 493. 
Were T laid cen Creenland's Coaſt, 
And in my Arms embrac d my Lats, 
Warm amidſt eternal Froſt, 
Too ſoon the half Year's Night would paſs. 


Were I fold on Indian Soil, 
Socn as the burning Day was clos'd, 
I wenld meck the foltry Teil, 
When en my Cliarmet's Breaſt repos d; 
I wou!d love you all the Day, "0 
Ev ry Night we'd Kiss and play, 
Ir with me veu'd fonely thay : 
Over tuc Hills and tor away, SONG 


( 491 ) 
SONG 424. 
Hat Beauties does Flora diſcloſe? 
Hoy iweet are her Smiles upon Tweed? 
Yet Marv*s, ſtill by beter than 1hote, 
Bath "ate and Fancy excced. 
Nor Daity, nor ia ert bluſt.ing Roſe, 
Nor all the gay Flowers cr the Field, 
Nor Tweed gl ding gentl: thro” thoſe, 
Such Beauty and Dleature does yield. 


The Wa blers are heard in the Grove, 
The Linn ef, tie Larlz, aud the Thruth, 
— : 


: The Black .viri, and tweet cooing Doves 


8 With Mufick enchant ev'ry Buih. 


10 Come, let us go forth to the Mead. ST 
Let us tee how the Primroies ipcing 3 
* TY It edge on ſome Village on Tweed, 
4 love where the ſeather d Folks ſing. 
ks doe my Love pals the Jon: D. 5? 
Des Mir nat tead a few Step? 
Do they never care ell, ſtray 
hre as pilr fre Ber Aero? 
Tweed's nu. . und bull © ac: to Neſt; 
Rind Nature indatying my! 55 
To relieve tix fats Pain; of my ; Bceaft, 
I'd ftiewl an amw.nal Kits. 
Ti: ſhed es t c Vi eins exccl, 
«0 Bell 1 WL th her ca: \ CU pate ; 
Lowe's Cas are ral ber do . ly 
Sae's fret, whore wa 1 s ace fair, 
Say, Chace, where do tu, Locle ſtray * 
"Oh rns at Noon vice tu fea 3 a 


Shall 1 tek tliem at ſwect-win ling Tay, 
Or the plea:anter Dinks of ca: werd. 
SONG 22575 


VV at core I for Alas of Scat 

Or undo 1s i ly or wid :: ATR 
How far abroad th' Ambitious roam, 
15 ol ng us Gold or Silver ham? 
What izt to me if F rte or Swain, 4 
— to Peace, or War maintain. 
* 13 I pay 


( 402 ) 
1 pay my Taxes, Peace or War, 
And wiſh all well at Gibraltar; 
But mind a Cardinal no more, 
Than any other ſcarlet Whore : 
Crant me, ye Pow'rs, but Health and Ref, 
And let who will the World conteſt. 


Near ſome ſmooth Stream, oh, let me kerp 
My Liberty and feed my Sheep; 
A ſhady Walk well lin'd with Trees, 
A Garden, with a Range of Bees ; 
An Orchard which good Apples bears, 
Where Spring a long green Mantle wears. 
Where Winters never are ſevere ; 
Good Barley-Land to make gucd Beer; 
With Entertainment for a Frien.!, 
'To ſpend in Peace my latter End, 
In honeſt Eaſe and home ſpun Grey ; 
And let the Evening crown the Day. 
SONG 496. 
WH: Cato adviſes 
Moſt certainly wiſe is, 
Not always to labour, but fometimes to play; 
To mingle wert Plcaſure 
With Search after Treaſure, 
Icdulging at Night for the Toils of the Day. 
And while the dull Miſer 
Efteems himſelf wiſer, 
His Bags to increase, he his Health will decay; 
Our Souls we cnlighten, 
Our Fancies we brighten, 
And paſs the long Evenings in Pleaſure away. 
Ail chearful and hearty, 
We ſet aſide Party, 
With ſome tender Fair each bright Bumper is crown d; 
Thus Bacchus invites us, 
Thus Venus delights us, 
While Care in an Ocean of Claret is drown'd. 


See here's cur Phyſician, 
We know no Ambition, 
For where there's good Wine and good Cempany found, 
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( 493) 
Thus happy together, 
In ſpite of all Weather, 
"Tis Sunſhine and Summer with us the Year round. 
SONG 497. 
Wit beauteous Scenes enchant my Sight, 
How cloſely yonder Vine, 
Does round that Elm, ſupporting Height, 
Her wanton Ringlets twine. 
That Elm no more a barren Shade, 
Is with her Clufters crown'd ; 
And that fair Vine, without it's Aid, 
Had crep'd along the Ground. 
Let this my fair one move thy Heart, 
Connubial Joys to prove: 
But mark what Age and Cares impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love. 
Know thy own Bliſs, and joy to hear, 
Vertumnus loves thy Charms, 
The youthful God that rules the Year, 
And keeps the Grove from Harms. 
While ſome with ſhort-liv'd Paſſion glou, 
His Love remains the tame : 
On him alone thy Heart beftow, 
Ard crown his conſtant Flame. 
So ſhall no Froſt's untimely Power 
Deform the blooming Spring; 
So ſhall thy Trees from Blaſts ſecure 
Their wanted Tribute bring. 


SONG 4298. 
Hat Creature's that with his ſhort Hair, 
His little Band, and huge long Ears, 
That this new Faith hath founded ? 
The Saints themſelves were never ſuch, 
The Prelates ne'er rul d half ſo much. 
O ſuch a Rogue's a Round- head. 


What's he that doth the Biſhops hate, 
And counts their Calling reprobate, 
"Cauſe by the Pope propcunded ; 
And think a zealous Cobier better 
Than Uſher learn'd in ev'ry Letter ? 
O ſuch, &c, What's 


(404) 
What's he that doth f ien-Treaſon tay, 
As ten as. his 17 K an ae, : 
And with the Rug e unded : 
And 4d.res maintain tat Mir, . 21 
is fitter tur the Trowa tt lam? 
O ſuch, &c. 
What's le, that it he chance to hear 
A little i. ce ©f Cuma: li- 4 tuver, 
Doth tua tt Con- e wounded ; 
Will qv ie lies to prea-! and pray, 
And riet 4 S. ter vy tue Var? 
@ ſuch, ec. | 
What's be tant met a hol Siſter, 
And in a i cio gentl, Kos ber? 
© tacn lis Leal anus wel 5 


"Twas underneath a m.. 7 Willow, 0 


Her Bibie lere d het for a Pillow, 
And there Le got a Round-head. 
SONG 479» 
Wii Lite ca 72 compare nn the jolly Town Rake's, 
V.ihen in las fall Swing of all ien ture he takes ? 
Ar Non ne Ee ” tor 2 2 aud ta dne, 
And wings the laut Hcurs with Mirth, Mufick, and 
Wane $ 
Then ig to the Play-houſe ard chats with the 
Mus, 


Ard th. wy whe R. ſe, where he takes his three Flaſks, 
' 


Ihere great as à Car z revels when drunk, 
Ard 1cous a ie 2:5 as he reels, as he ꝛccls to his 


And nas the ecar Girl in his Arms when he wakes ; 
Was Lite can CAMPAre to the jolly Town Kak s“, the 
WY e: en Nake's. 

He like the Crest 'Uurk nas his favourite ſhe, 

But the Loans ls Serag. io, and ſt:il he lives free; 
metunes ches a wa ; but as he mutt range, 

Eluck Lefty, or Cyter Moll lerve for 2 Change : 

As he. ales lis Spc aa his whole Life is a Feait, 

He thinks him tliat is tobr ſt is me t like a Beaſt: 

A: Houles of Ple:ſure, breaks Windews ard Deors, 

Nicks Bullics aid Cullics, then lies with their W ores : 


Rate 


> ff N dere 


„.. 
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Rare Work for the Surgeon and Midwife he makes; 
What Lite can compare with the jolly Town Rake's ? 


Thus in Covent-Garden he makes his Campaigns, 
And no Cotfee- houſe hauats but to ſettle his Brains; 
He laughs at dry Mortals, and never does think, 
Unleſs tis to get the beſt Wenches and Drink 3 

He dwells in a Tavern, and lives ev ry- where 

And improving his Hour, lives an Age in a Year ; 
For as Life's uncertain, he loves to make baſte, 
And thus he lives longeſt, becauſe he lives faſt : 
Then leaps in the Dark, and his Exit he makes; 


What Death can compare with the jolly Town Rake's ? 


SONG co. 
Wat tho' I am a Country Lafs, 
A lofty Mind I bear-a, 
And think myſelf as good es thoſe, 
Who gay Apparcl wear-4. 
What tho* my Clothes are home-fpun Grey, 
My Skin it is as ſoft-a, 
As thoſe that in their Cypreſs Veils, 
Carry their Heads aloft-a. 
What tho' I keep my Father's Sheep, 
It is what muſt be done-a : 
A Carland of the ſweeteſt Flow rt 
Shall ſhade me from the Sun- a. 
And when I ſee they feeding be 
Where Graſs and Flow" rs do ſpring-a, 
Beſide a purling cryſtal Streem 
Il ſet me down and fing-a. 


My Leathern Bottle, tuft with Sages 
Is Drink that's very thin-a 

No Wine did 'er my Brain enrage, 
Or tempt me for to fin-2. 

My C untry Curds, and wooden Spoon, 
Methinks are very ſine-a: 

When on a ſhady Bank at Noon 
I fer me down and dine-a. 

What tho* my Portion won't allow 


Of Bags of ſhining Gold-a ; 
Our Farmers Daughters now-a- days, 


Like Swine are bought and and ſold-a. My 


F.. WW 0 92711 
Ry B dy's fair, I' keep urid, 
And an han- ſt Mind un 2 


But for an kunde eh utang Pu; 
1 ralue nat a lin- 
No Juve 3 Nes. 1 in rv Lars, 
Ur iear!; about ty Neck-a a; 
No coſtiy Rirg: C9 1 cr uſe, 
My; Fin e: or to deck-a. 
But tor the Man, meer ke be, 
om ſhall chirce to ved. a; 
I'll Kepa Jewel north them all, 
I mean my ald nie d-a. 
S 0.0 ©. cok 
WW ar, th* I :m a Lenden Dame, 
And loity Ls ks I tear-a ? 
I carry ture as g gd a Narre, 
As th.fe who Ruiſe: wear-a. 
What, tho' my Clothes are rich Nrocades, 
My Skin it is mure hite-a, 
Than an” of the Connt 2 de, 
Tuat in tie F:c d, delight-a. 
What, tho” I to Aſſerg blies go, 
And at the Opera C. ne- 
It is a Thing all Ciris muſt do, 
That will be La ics fine-a, 
And while I hear Fat · na {ng 
Beſiue the Ning an! cg 1-2, 
My Eyes t:ey are up en the Wing, 
To ſce it I am fn a. 
Av Pekoe and Ir penal Ten, 
Are brought me in tie Morn-a; 
At Yoon, C: arpugne 2nd rich Ick 
M. Tables d i lernea 5 
The Or'n'ng then dees me inrite 
To play at deer Q a4zillc- a: 
Ard fore in ths thee's more Delight 
Then in a yu ling Nil. a. 
Then fin-* ry Fortune dees allow, 
Fu kes joſt as I pieaſe -a; 
Fil never milk my Forther's Cow, 
Nor preſs s cchluing Chee.c-a 3 


But 


5. " "nl . ' 
Bur tore my wing bol. Nig and Day, 
I'm. ur. 1 T The) I 
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ww: bra they call me Country Lake, 


f 3 my Gl . 
ee [.t ;- 4 miert Fa, 
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I caught tim once malcing Love to a Maid, 
When to him | ran, 
He turn's, and he kiſod me; then who cou'd upbraid 
So civ'l a Man ? 
The next Day I found to a third he was kind, 
I rated him ſoundly, he twore I was blind; 
So let me do what I can, 
Still,---fti]l he's the Man. 


All the World bids me beware of his Art ; 
I do what I can; 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my Heart, 
J doubt he's the Man ! 
So ſweet are his Kitts, Dis Looks are fo kind, 
He may have his Faults, but if none I can find, 
Who can do more than they can 
He,---ftill is the Man. 
SONG 383. 
When a Lady like me condeſcends to agree 
To let ſuch a Jackanapes taſte her, 
With what Zeal and Care ſhould he worſhip the Fair, 
Who gives him- --what's Meat for his Maſter. 
His Actions ſhould ill 
Attend on her Will, 
Hear, Sirrah, and take it for Warning, 
To her he ſhould be 
Each Night on his Knee, 
And fo he ſhould be on each Morning. 
SONG cog. 


When Britons firſt by Heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure Main, 
This was the Charter, the Charter of the Land, 
And guardian Angels ſung the Strain, 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the Waves, 
For Britons never will be Slaves. 
The Nations, not ſo bleſs'd as thee, 
Muſt in their Turns to Tyrants fall; 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and Envy of them all. 
f Rule, &c. 


Still 


, 


ee, 
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Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign Stroke : 
As the loud Blaſt that tears, that tears the Skies, 
- Serves but to root thy native Oak. 
Rule, &c. 
The haughty Tyrants ne er ſhall tame, 
All their Attempts to bend thee down 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous Flame, | 
And work their Woe, and thy Renown. 1 | 
Rule, &c. | | 
To thee belongs the rural Reign, 
Thy Cities thall with Commerce ſhine ; 
All thine ſhall be, ſhalt be the ſubject Main, 
And ev ry Shore it circles, thine, 
Rule, &c. 
The Muſes, ſtill with Freedom's Sound, 
Shall to thy happy Coaſt repair; 
Bleſs' d lile, with matchleſs, with matchleſ Beauty 
crown'd, : 
And manly Hearts to guard the Fair, 
Kule, &c. 


SONG 50g. 

Wien dear Lucinda, firſt we came, 

Where Arno rolls his filver Stream; 
How briſk the Nymphs, the Swains how gay! 
Content infpir*d each rural Lay. 
The Birds in livelier Concert ſung, 
The Grapes in thicker Clutters hung; 
All look'd as Joy could never fail, 
Among the Sweets of .rno's Vale. 
But fince the good Palemon dy d, 
The chief of Shepherds, and their Pride; 
Now Arno's Sons muſt all give ?lce 
To Northern Men, an iron Race, 1 
The Taſte of Pleaſure now is oer, k 
Thy Notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no rwrc ; 1 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail, 
Adieu the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 
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SONG 506, 
Wen charming Myra firit I law, 
Her beauteous Form did ſtrike an Awe, 
Upon my wand'ring Eyes; 
Dut while I gaz q upon her Face, 
A..mung ev'ry Charm and Grace, 
She did my Heart ſurprize. 
Soon 2: I felt the pleaſing Smart, 
Firit Juv, then Grief, within my Heart, 
A'terrate tock their Courſe ; 
At laſt I thought the wiſeſt Way, 
Was fam Talents to diſplay, 
Her Friendmip to entorce, 
Her Friendazip gain'd, I next aſpir d, 
To what my longing Heart deſtir'd, 
And crown my ardent Love : 
The charming, lovely, tender Maid, 
To own it mutual was afraid, 
But did not diſapprove. 
Tho" envicus Tongues with Art have ftrove 
To wrerg me in my Myra's Love, 
Their Eforts prov'd in vain ; 
Fur with Contempt her prudent Eye 
Did their malicious Reatons ſpy, 
And mine does ftill remain, 
| SONG 5c7. 
V Hen Paz ies py d. and Violets blue, 
And Cuckow-Buds of yellow Hew, 
And L:dy-Smocks all filver whate, 
Do paint the Meadows with Delight ; 
The Cuckow then on every Tree, 
Meccxs married Men, for thus fings he, 
Cackow, Cuckow, O! Word of Fear, 
Unpleaſing to a married Ear. 
When Shepherds Pipe on Oaten ſtraws, 
And merry Larks are Plowmens Clocks, 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daus, 
And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks ; 
The Cuckow then cn every Tree, 


* Mocks marries Men, for thus fings he. 


Cuckow , 


1ckow , 
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Cuckow, Cuckow, O! Word of Fear, 
Unpleafing to a married Ear, 


SONG 508. 
Wien Fanny blooming Fair, 5 
Firſt caught my raviſh'd Sight, 
Pleas'd with her Shape and Air, 
I felt a ſtrange Delight: 
Whilſk eagerly I gaz'd, 
Admiring ev ry Part, 
And ev'ry Feature prais d, 
She ſtule into my Heart. 
In her bewitching Eyes 
Ten thouſand Loves appear; 
There Cupid baſking lies, 
His Shafts are hoarded there. 
Her blooming Checks are dy'd 
With Colour all their own, 
Excelling far the Pride 
Of Roſes newly blown. 
Her well-turn'd Limbs confeſs 
The lucky Hand of b 
Her Features all — 2 
The beauteous Queen of Love 3 
What Flames my Nerves invade, 
When 1 behold the Breaſt 
Of that tco charming Maid 
Riſe, ſuing to be preſt. 
Venus round Fanny's Waiſt, 
Has her own Ceſtus bound, 
There guardian Cupids Grace, 
round. 


When Chloe we ply, 
ſe ſwear we ſhall die, 
Her Eyes do our Hearts ſo enthrall ; 
M mz 
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But tis for her Pelf, 
Ard rot for herſelf : 
*Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


The Maidens are coy, 
They piſh, and they'll fie !- 

And ſu car if you're rude they will call: 
Eut wh: pr ſo low, 

Ev wich you may know, 

'Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 
My Dear, the Wives cry, 
it ever you die, 

1% marry again I ne'er ſhall; 
But in leſs than a Year 
Will wake it appear, 

"Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


In Matters of State, 
And Party Debate, 
Fer Church and for Juſtice we bawl : 
But if you'll attend, 
You'!l find in the End, 
"Tis all Artrfice, Artifice "all. 


The Non-Con will rant, 
In their Pulpits and cant, 

And the h:-neft Conformiſts will 20 3 
In holy Diſguiſe, 

T hey lift up their Eyes, 
'Tis all Artifice, Artif ce all. 
The Lawyers you know, 

To Weſtmirfter go, 

And ple for their Fees in the Hall; 
For their Clients they'll wrangle, 
And make ſuch a angle, 

»Tis all Artisce, Artiſice all. 

The Wretch that attends, 
And on Conrtiers depends, 

His Fortune he'll find to be (mall ; 
For their Actions declare, 

Their Words are but Air, 

Tis all Artifice, Artiũce all. 


SONG 
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SONG 5$r 
VWrhien humming brown Beer was the Engliſhman's 
Taſte 
Our Wives they were merry, our Daughters were chaſte; : 
Their Breath ſmelt like Roſes whenever embrac'd. 1 


Oh the brown Beer of old England T 
And old Englith brown Beer. G 

er Coffee and Tea found its Way to the Town, 

Our Anceftors they by their Fires fat down, 

Their Bread it was white, and their Beer it was brown. 
Oh the brown Beer, &c. 

Our Heroes of old, of whoſe Conqueſt we boaſt, 

Could make a good Meal of a Pot and a Toaſt : 

Oh did we ſo now, we ſhould ſoon rule the Roaſt 
Oh the brown Beer, &c. : 

When the great Spaniſh Fleet on our Coaſt did appear, 

Our Sailors each one drank a Jorum of Beer, 

And ſent them away with a Flea in their Ear. 
Oh the brown Beer, &c. 

Our Clergymen then took a Cup of good Beer, 

E'er they mounted the Roſtrum, their Spirit: to chear, 

Then preach d againſt Vices, tho? Courtiers were neax. 
Oh the brown Beer, &c. 

Their Doctrines then were authentick and bold, 

Well grounded on Scripture and Fathers of old, 

But now they preach nothing but what they are told. 

On the brown Beer, &c. 


But fince the Geneva and ſtrong Ratafee, 
They are dwindled to nothing, but ftay--let me e 
Faith, nothing at all, but mere fiddle dec dee. 

Oh the brown Beer, cc. 

SONG Fir. 
Hen mighty Roaſt Beef u as the Engli:hman's Foce, 
It enobled our Veins and enriched our Blood, 

Our Soldiers were brave and our Courtiers were good. 


Oh the roaſt Beef of old England | 5 
And old Engliſh roaſt Beet. 

But ſince we have learnꝰ from all- conquering France, 4 

Te eat their Ragouts as well as to dance, = 
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We ar fed up with nothing but vain Complaiſance, 
Oh the roaſt Beef, &c. 
Our Fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 
And kept open Houſe with good Chear all Day long, 
Which made their plump Tenants rejoice in this Song. 
Oh the roaſt Peer, &c. | 
Rut now we are du indled, to what ſhall I name? 
A ſncaking poor Race, half - begotten-and tame, 
Who ſully theſe Honours that once ſhone in Fame, 
Oh the roaſt Beef, &c. 


When good Queen Elizabeth fat on the Throne, 
E'er Coffee, or Tea, and ſuch Slip Slops were known, 
The World was in Terror, if e er ſhe did frown. 
Oh the roaſt Beef, &c. 
In thoſe Days, if Fleets did preſume on the Main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again, 
As Witneſs the vaunting Armada of Spain, 
Oh the roaſt Beef, &c. 
Oh then they had Stomachs to eat and to fight, 
Ard u hen Wrongs were a cooking to do themſelves right! 
But now we're 2--I eou'd--but good Night. 
Oh the roaſt Beef, &c. 
SONG 5s. 
WV Hen Orphcus went down to the Regions below, 
uch Mea are forbidden to fee, 
tle tun d up his Lyre as Hiſtories ſhow, 
To ter his Eunaice free, 
To ſet, &c. 
All Hell was aſtoniſh d a Perſon fo wiſe 
Should rathly endanger his Life, 
Ard venture ſo far, but how vaſt their Surprize, 
When they found that he came for his Wife, 
How vait, &c. 
'To find out a Puniſhment due to the Fault, 
Old Pluto long puzzied his Brain, 
But Hell had no Torment ſufficient he thought, 
So he gave him his Wite back again, 
So he, &c, 


1 
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But Pity ſucceeding ſoon vangquiſh'd his Heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing io well, 
He took her again in Reward of his Art, 
Such Pow'r had Muſick in Hell, 
Such Pow er, &c. 
SONG $3. 
Wen firſt I laid Siege to my Chloris, 
Cannon-Oaths I brought down, 
To batter the Town, 
And I ftorm'd her with amorous Stories. 
Billeu-doux like Small-ſhot did fo ply her, 
And ſometimes a Song 
Went whiſtling along, 
But ſtill I was never the nigher. 
At length ſhe ſent Word by a Trampet, 
If 1 lik'd that Life, 
She would be my Wife, 
But ſhe would not be any Man's Strumpet, 
I told her that Mars would not marry, 
And ſwore by the Scars, 
Got in Combats and Wars, 
That I'd ſooner dig Stones in a Quarty, 
At length ſhe granted the Favour, 
Without the damn'd Curie, 
For better, for worſe, 
And fav'd the dull Parſon the Labour. 


SONG 514. 

Wen Maids live to Thirty, yet never repent, 
When Europe's at Peace, and all Engl:nd content, 

When Gameſters won t ſwear, and no Bribery thrives, | 

Young Wives love old Huſbancs, young Huibands old 
Wires ; 

When Landlords love Taxes, and Soldiers love Peace 3 

And Lawyers forget a rich Client to fleece : 

When an old Face ſhall pleaſe as weil as a new, 

Wives, Huſbands, -and Levers will ever be true: 

When Bullies leave buffing, and Cowards the'r Trem- 
bling 

And Courtiers, and Women, and Prieſts their diſſem- 
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When theſe ſhall do nothing againſt what they teac h, 
Pluralities hate, and we mind what they preach : 
When Vintners leave Brewing to draw the Wine pure, 
And Quac!:s by their Medicine kill lefs than they cure; 
When an old Face ſhall pleaſe as well as a new, 
Wives, HuWands, and L vers. v ill ever be true. 
SONG 5iz. 
Hen the Delian Cod to fim'd Helicon 
Frum Heaven's high Court deſcended down, 
The tuneful Mete, playing he found = 
A Sonata divine rare: 
When Thalia touch d the charming Flute, 
Erato ftruck the warbling Lute, 
And Chloe's Treble joining to't 
Made th' Harmony beyond compare. 
There Euterpe's full Zats 
The ſweet Conſort did raiſe, 
And with Pleaſure each Senſe alarm d; 
Ev' ry Note was enjoy d, 
Ev'ry Hand was employ d; 
With Sounds of Joy the flowery Valleys rung ; 
Apollo gaz d, and filent was his Tengue 
But when his dear Calliopea ſung, 
Ah!] then the God was charm'd. 
| SONG 516. 
Wilen the Roſe is in Bud, and the Violets blow, 
When the Birds fing us Love · ſongs on every Bough ; 
When Cow lips, and Daiſies, and Daffadils ſpread, 
And adorn and perfume the green fiow'ry Mead ; 
When, without the Plow, fat Oxen do low, 
The Lads and the Lai*ts a Sheep-tſheering go; 
The cleanly Miik-pa:l 
Is fill'd with brown Ale, 
Our Table, our Table's the Grafs ; 
Where we kiſs and we fing, 
And we dance in a Ring, 
And ev'ry Lad, cry Lad has his Laſs. 
The Shepherd he theers his jolly Fleece, 
How much richer than thæt which they ſay was in Greece! 
Tis our Cloth and bur Food, 
And our politick Blood, 


"Ts 
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"Tis the Seat, tis the Seat, which our Nobles do fit on 3 
"Tis a Mine above Ground, 
| Where our Treaſure is found, 
is the Gold, tis the Gold and the Silver of Britain, 
SONG 577. 
yy Hen the bright God of Day 
Drove to weſtward each Rav, 
| | And the Evening was charming and ciear, 
The Swallows amain 
Nimbly ſkim-0'er the Plain, 
And our Shadows like Giants appear. 
In a Jefſamine Bow'r, 
When the Beans was in Flow'r, 
And Zephyrs breath'd Odours around ; 
| Lovely Sylvia was fat, 
With a Song and Spinnet, 
' Tocharm all the Grove with the Sound. 
Roſy Bowers ſhe ſung, 
While the Harmony rung, 
And the Birds they all flutt' ring drive; 
Th' induſtrious Bees, 
| From the Flowers and Trees, 
' Gently hum with their Sweets to the Hive. 
| The gay God of Love, 
As he rang'd o'cr the Grove, 
By Zephyr conducted along; 
As ſhe touch d o'er the Strings, 
He beat Time with his Wings, 
And Echo repeated the Song. 
| Oh! ye Rovers, beware 
| How you venture too near, 
| 


Love is dcubly arm'd for to wound ; 
Your Fate yoy can't ſhun, 
And you're furely undone, 
| If you raſhly approach near the Sound. 
SONG 518. 
| WHen you cenſure the Age, 
| Be cautious and ſage, 
Left the Courtiers offended ſhould be: 
If you mention Vice or Bribe, 
"Tis fo pat to all the Tribe; 
Fazh cries, that was levell'd at me. SONG 
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SONG 519. 
Whence comes it, Neighbour Dick, 


That you, with Youth uncommon, 


Have jerv'd the Girls this Trick, 
And wedded an old Woman ? 
Happy Dick ! 
r condemns the Choice 
a Youth fo gay and ſprightl 
But we your Friends 3 Fw 
That you have judg'd fo rightly : 
Happy Dick ! 
Tho* odd to ſome it ſounds, 
That on Threeſcore you ventur d; 
Yet in Ten Thouſand Pounds 
Ten Thouſand Charms are center d: 
Happy Dick 
, we know, will fade, 
As doth the ſhort-liv'd Flower; 
Nor can the faireſt Maid 
Infure her Bloom an Hour: 
Happy Dick ! 
Then wiſely you reſign, 
For Sixty, Charms fo tranſient 3 
As the Curious value Coin 
The more for being ancient : 
Happy Dick 
With Joy your Spouſe ſhall ſee 
The fading Beauties round her, 
And ſhe herſeif ſtill be 
The ſame that firſt you ſound her: 
Happy Dick ! 
Oft is the ma: ried State 
With Jealoufies attended: 
And hence, thro' foul Debate, 
Are Nuptial Joys ſuſpended : 
Happy Dick ! 
But you, with ſuch a Wife, 
No jralous Fears are under; 
She's yours a'one, for Life, 
Or mech ve all hall wonder: 
Happy Dick ! 


= F 
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Her Death wou'd grieve you fore, 
But let not that torment you; 


My Life! ſhe'll tee Fourſcore, 
If that will but content you : 
Happy Dick ! 


On this you may rely, 


For the Pains you took to win her, 


She'll ne er in Child-bed die, 
Unleis the D---!'s in her: 
Happy Dick ! 
Some have the Name of Hell 
To Matrimony given 
How falſely, you can tell, 
Who find it fuch a Heaven : 
Happy Dick! 
With von, each Day and Night 


Is crown'd with Joy and Gladneſs; 


While envious Virgins bite 
The hated Sheets for Madneſs 
Happy Dick 


With Spouſe, long flare the Bliſs 


Y'had miſ dun any other; 
And when you've bury'd this, 
May yen have ſuch another: 
Happ Dick 
Obſerving hence, by yon, 
In Marriage ſuch Decorum, 
Our witer Youth ſhali c, 
As ycu have done before em: 
Happy Dick! 


SONG <0. 
WHO has e'er Lcen at Paris, muſt nceds knuw the 


Creve, 


The fatal Rewieat of the unfortrnate Brave: 

Where flongur and juſtice moft odly contribute, 

To eaſe Heroes Pains by a Halter and Cibbet. 
Derry dcu n, down, hey derry down. 
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There Death breaks the Shackles, which Force had put 


on: 
And the Hangman compleats what tne 


but begun: 
There the Squire of the Pad, and Knight of the 
Poſt, 
Find their Pains no more baulk'd, and their Hopes no 
more croſt. 
Derry down, &c. 
Great Claims are there made, and great Secrets are 
known ; 


And the King and the Law, and the Thief has his own ; 
But my Hearers cry out, what a Duce doſt thou ail? 
Put off thy Reflections, and give us thy Tale. 
Derry down, &c. 
*Twas there then, in civil Reſpect to harſh Laws, 
And for want of falſe Witneſs to back a bad Cauſe, 
A Norman, tho' late, was obliged to appear: 
And who to afliſt but a grave Cordelier ? 
Derry down, &c. 
The Squire, whoſe good Grace was to open the Scene, 
Seem'd rot in great Haſte, that the Show ſhou d begin: 
Now fitted the Halter, new travers d the Cart; 
And often took Leave, but was loath to depart, 
Derry down, &c. 
What frightens you thus, my good Son? ſays the Prieſt, 
You murder d, are ſorry, and have been conteſt. 
O Father ! my Sorrow will ſcarce fave my Bacon, 
For 'twas not that I murder'd, but that i was taken. 
Derry down, &c. 
Pough ! prythee ne'er trouble thy Head with ſuch 
Fancies ! 
Rely cn the Aid you ſhall have from Saint Francis : 
If the Money you promis d be brought to the Cheſt ; 
You have only to die, let the Church do the reſt. 
Derry down, &c. 
And what will Folks ſay, if they fee you afraid? 
It reflecta upon me, as I knew not my Trade: 
Courage, Friend; to-day is your Period of Sorrow; 
And Things will go better, believe me, to-morrow. 
Derry down, &c. | 


Te- 


( 421 
To-morrow ? cur Hero reply'd in 2 Fright : 
He that's hang'd before Noon, ought .tv think of te 
Night. 
Tell yuur Beads, quoth the Prieft, and be fairly truſs d 
u3 5 
Fer yon Farely to Night ſhall in Paradiſe ſup, 
Derry down, &c. 
Alas! quoth the Squire, howe'er ſumpt':ous the Treat, 
Parblieu, I thall have little Stomach o cat: 
I ſhould thereiore eſteem it great Favour and Grace, 
Wei iyouiclo kind, as to go in my Place, R 
Derry deen, ac. 
That juduld, quth the Father, and thank ye to boot x 
Ru: our Aftiecs , you know, with our Duty mult ſuit, 
Tue Feaſt, I propos'd to you, I car.not t te; 
For tl. is Nia 1 by our Order, is mark d tor a Faſt, 
Derry dong &e. 
Then turni: 21 I wat to the hongmon, he ſaid, 
Pr 5 me ip Nay th. 2. this troubie! n Slade: 
Fr thy or! | and my Cori! by: t equally tie, 
= Ke "I: We. 7 the Gol. , tor vhich other Men due. 
Derry down, &c, 


SONG 21. 
10: to win a Woman's Favour, , 
VW i'd ſolicit long un. vain 
Win uw 8 in a Mumert's Meature, 
Wou'd en ure an Age of Pain: 
Ja!, LO FINgy 
Ne'e: En10F.BEy 
Ple2\'d with tuing, 
Fon. cc Ruin, 
de the Martyr ef D'ſdain, 
eue the Martvr of Diſdain. 
G:ve me, Love the beautious Rover, 
Venom a cen'tal Patti: warms 
Fon dly blieiing ev'ry Lover, 
Frankly preté' ring all her Cbar. n-: 
Never flying. 
Stel complyingy 
R Train' d 


- 
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Troin'd to pleaſe you, 
Cid to cate you, 
Circle in her Snowy Arms. 
Circled in her Snov'y Arms. 


SONG Saz. 


WHY feeres my foil Buſom, or what can it mean ? 
Voliy tiutte:s my Heart that was ence fo ſerene ? 

Viv flung and trembiing v hen Daphne is near? 

Guty, when He's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear? 

Ur wiv, when the's abient, this Scrrow and Fear? 

Firthinxs I for ever with Werder could trace 

The thouſand ſoſt Charms that embe liſſi thy Face; 

Lich Moment I view thee, more Beauty I find, 

V. thy Face Fam charm'd, but enſſav d by thy Mind. 
With thy Face, &c, 

Uat.ined with Folly, unſullied by Pride, 

here native good Humour and Virtue reſide; 

roy Feavers that Virtue thy Soul may ſupply 

With Compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die. 
With Compaſſion, &c. 


SONG 423 


WIE does Wonders ev'ry Day, 
Makes the heavy light and gay; 
*Fhrows off all their Melancholy, 
Makes the Wiſeſt go aſtray, 
And the Buſy toy and play, 
And the Poor and Needy jolly. 
Wine makes trembling Cowards bold, 
Men in Years forget they're old; 
Wecmen leave their coy diſdaining, 
Wos vill then were ſhy and cold; 
Makes the Niggard ſlight his Gold, 
And the Foppiſh entertaining. 


SONG 524. 


WII and Peaut once contended 
Which ſhould reign in Celia's Arms; 
Buth an equal Claim pretended 
To be ſole Monarch of her Charms, 1 


| ( 423) 
Till at laſt they both og ed 


To maintam altern te duay; 
One by Night to ble l. er Bed, 
And one to win hec Heart by Day. 
30 N G 525, 
WH early Horn, 
Salute the Mourn 
That piles this charming Place; 
With cheatful Cries, 
Bid Eccho riſe, 
And ja in the jovial Chaſe, 
And join, &c. 
The vccal Hills around, 
The waving Woods, 
The Cryfſtai Floods, 
All return their enlivening Sounds. 
lie vocal, &c. 
SONG 526. 
ITH tunefu! Pipe and merry Clee, 
Young Jockey won my Heart; 
A blyther Loon you ne er did fee, 
All Beauty without Art: 
His ſoothing Tale did ſoon prevail, 
To gain my fond Belict : 
Put now the Swain roves o'er the Plain, 
4nd leaves me full of Grief. 
Yeung F mmy courts with artful Song, 
But tew regard his Mean; 
The Lailes about Jocley throng, 
And Jjermmy's le:t alone. 
In Aberdeen, ſure ne er was ſe2n, 
A Lon that gave ſuch Pain; 
He daily woes and ſti!] purſues; 
Dill he ddes all obtain. 
But ſoon as he hath gain'd the Bliſs, 
Away the Loon does run; 
And hardly will afford a Kits, 
To filly me undone. 
Bonny Molly, Moggy, Dolly, 
Avoid my roving Swain; 
His wily Tongue, be ſure you hun, 5 
Leit you like me complain. Nnz SONS 
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SONG 4325. E 
WW 17H ev'iy Crace young Strephon choſe 
Eis Per en to adorn, D 


That, by the Beauties of his Face, 
In Sylvia s Love he might find Place, 
And wender'd at her Scern, 


With B 5 and Sri! es s he made ls Part; \ 
But al! tu 3 il; in vain: 

A Yoatr 10 five , a Youtu of Art, 

Ead talk d himic!: into her Heart, 
Ara would net Cut gun. 

With Chanve ui Habits Screphen preſs d, 
Ard urg'd her to admire ; 

F:s Luve alone the cilur vrefs d, 

As Verſe or Proſe became it den, 
And mov d her ſoft deſire, 

1 his found, his Ccurtihip Strephon ends. 
Or makes it to his Claſs; 

There in himſelf now ſeeks Amerds; 

Corvinc'd, that where a Wit pretends, 
A Beau is but an Alis. 


SONG 52s. EY 
WII every Lady 3 in the Land 
Soit trpnon kep t a Pother, 
One Yer oy . gui 4 tur one Hand, ” 
Ang nex * r for another. 
Ye: when * Love the Shepherd told a 
To Flavin lir and cov, 
Reſerv'd, derure, than Snow more cold, 
She 1corn'd the gentle Boy. 
Late, at a Jall, he own'd his Pain; 
She bluſh' d, 2nd trown'd and iwore, 
Witi ail the Marrs (f high Dildain, 
She's never hear him more. 
The Swain perfi:*:4 ſt: Il to pray, 
The Nyrcph $1 to deny; | 
At laſt ſhe vo, d ſhe wou d not ſtay; 
Ke ſwore the {hcu'd net fly. 


td ad ed » tra ww ww ww .t 


Enrag'd 
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Enraz'd, the call'd her Footman ſtrait, 
And raſh'd from cut cle Nom; 
Drove to her Lodgiry, lock'd the Gate, 
And -- lay with Ralph at Home, 
SONG Fro. 
WIrH an honeſt old F. iend, and a merry old Song, 
Anda Flaik of old Port, let me ſit the Night long 
And laugh at the Malice cf thoſe who repine, 
That they muſt ſwig Porter, whilit I can drink Wine, 
I envy no Mortal, tho ever fo great, 
Nor | I a Wretch for his lowly Efate 
But what I abhor, and eſteem as a Cui ie, 
Is Pourneſs of Spirit, not Pobrneſs of Purſe. 
Then dare to be generous, dauntleſs and gay, 
Let's mercly pais Life's Remainder away 
Upheid by our Friends, we our Foes may deſpite ; 
For the more we are envy d, the higher we rue. 
SONG 5zo 
VWItiout Affectation, gay, youthful and pretty; 
V/iihuut Pride or Mcannefs, familiar and witty; 
Wirhout Lern obliging, good-natur d and free; 
V/ihout Art, as lovely as lovely can be. 
She acta what He thinks, and thinks what ſhe favs, 
Reczarcle': alike both of Cenſure and Praiſe; 
Bu: ur Chooglits, and her Vids, and her Actions are 
lach, 
That none can admire them, or praiſe them too much. 
SONG 553i. 
OMAN, Nature's zrea:2ft Rcauty, 
Was alone defigi'd tur Man; 
It therefore is each Mortal's Duty, 
To enjoy it whilit he can. 
No more deny ing, 
Pe compl ing, 
Joys arc rign vous 
Youth wi.l fly you, 
For our Life is but a Span, 


For, &c. 
Nan 3 AK 
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Aſc cd Mortals paſt the Pleaſure, 
If they world be young „im, 
They'd give their go „lden! caps of Treaſure, 
But they muſt vente in van. 
Always winmng, 
Ever pining, 
Always ſighing, 
Ever crying, 
Oh! that 1 were young again. 
Oh: &c. 


Vield then quickly, Charmer, eaſe me, 
Whilft thy Beauty's ur its Prime; 
The Joys I'm tir: lk will pleaſe thee, 
And no more be call d a Ciune, 
Me!ting Nliſſes, 
Dying Nſies, 
Hearts inviting, 
Souls uniting, 
All excite the happy Time. 


» * 


SONG 532. a 
MAN, thoughtleſa, giddy Creature! 
Lauvhing, idle flutt' ring Thing 
Moſt fantaſlick Woik of Nature 
Still, like Fancy, on the Wing. 


Slave to ev*rv chang'nz Paſſion, 
Loving, hatin, in ex: — 

Fond ot ev'ry foulifk ! won, 
And, at beſt, a p.cai.ng Dream. 


Lovely Trifle ! +. Illuſion! 
Conqu' ring \ eakneſs! wilh'd for Pain! 
Man's chief Glory, and C atuhon, 
Of all Vanut:c: :neſt vain, 
Thus, deriving Beauty's Power, 
Bevil call d it al: a Cheat; 
But in leſs than half an Hour, 
Nucel d aud whin'd at Celia's Feet. 
SONG 
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SONG 533. 
LD Fate to me Belinda give, 
With her alone I'd chaſe to live g 
Variety I'd ne'er require, 
Nor a greater, nor a greater, 
Nor a g:cater Hife Gare, 
My charming Nympn, if you can find, 
Amongit the Race of Human Kind, 
A Man th loves vou mere than I, 
I'll refign cu, i l. refign zou, 
I'll refign you, tl.uugh I die. 
Let my Ee linda fil! my Arms, 
With all Ler Beautics, ail her Charms, 
With Scorn and Vity I'd lock cuwn 
On the Clories, on the Clorics, 
On the Glorics of a Crown, 
SONG 534 
ULD you taſte the Noontide Air, 
To yon fragrant Bower repair, 
Where v.cvea with the Pop lar Bough, 
: The Rlantling Vive will ſhelter you, | 
Down cach Side a Fountain flows, | 
Tinkling, murmurirg, as it goes f 
Lightly o'ver the Moly Ground, | 
Sultry Ph:eLus ſcorching ound. 
Round, the languid Reres and Shecp | 
Stretch d o'er ſunny Hillocks flop, 
While vn the Hyacinth and Rote 
The Fair does all alone epoie. 
All alore- and in her Arms | 
Your Breaſt may beat to Love's Alarms, | 
*Till blefs'd and bleſſiag you thail own 
| The Joys of Love are joys alone. | 
| SONG 535. 
Wourx are wanton, yet cunningly coy; 
Laſcivious, yet crafty, to make us obey: 
When once they have ncos'd ue, triumpbant they ride, 
Aud trample down Man, that was made for n 
* 
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Cho. But let them rememoer their Grannum Fve'g 


Fate, 


Left they ſmart for their Fo'ly, repenting too late, 
This Creature was made a Hie pricet for Man, 


And fo he 2pprov'd hier, deny it who can; 
But ſurely poor Adam was ſoundly 2fleep 


Whilſt out of his Side this dear biefing did creep. 


Cho. But let them remenuber, &c. 


Old Painters did ferm them reſembli ig the Snail, - 
Their Houſe on their Backs was, and in it their Tail; 


Imolying that Modeſty keeps ſomething in, 


Tix nw they'll expoſe ail from Tail up to Chin. 


Cho. But let them remember, &c, 


SONG 536, 
OMEN form'd by Nature coy, 
Bluſh to give cr take the Joy, 

Man by Nature warm and brave, 
Muft to win them be a Slave. 
Fawn and flotter, fivh and wine, 
Cai] their mortal Charms divine. 
Whilit the Ida thus we pleaſe, 
Female Fride ceceiv'd obeys. 

Wr you chu? a Wite, 

Fur à happy Life, 

Leave the Court, ans de Country take ; 

Where Dolly and Sue, 

Young Moi!» ad Prue, 

Follow Kezer and John, 
Whiiſt Elurveſt goes on, 
And meriily, mernly rake, 

Leave th: Lord. n Names, 

Be it ip ce to their Shames, 
To lig in thcir Beds till Noon; 

Then get up and ftretch, 

Then paint tuo, ad patch, 

Some Widzeon to catch; 

Then lock on their Watch, 
And wonder they reſc up fo ſoon. 
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Then Coffee, and , 
Bath Green and Boi-2, 
Are ſerv d tc their Tabcs in Plate; 
5 Where ther Tatt e, do run, 
As twitt ay the Sus, 
Cr what they have won, 
: nd who is 1ndone, 
By Caming, and fitting :p late, 
The Lais give me here, 
Though brown as my Peer, 
„ That knows how to govern her Houſe ; 
'T hat can mi k her Cow, 
Or tar her Sow, 
M. ze Butter, or Ch-cſe, 
Or gather green hate, 
And values fine Clurtt nu a Souſe, 
Th:s, this is the Cal, 
Worth Rule a1 Pearl; 
Thus the Wiie that will make a Man rich 3 
We Centemen need, 
No Qualit Lrecd, 
To 12:..and&er away, 
W — it t Taxes would pay; 
In troth we care for none ſuch, 
SON G 538. 
Ovld you have a young Virg u of feen Years, 
You mvtt tick' lo L Ang win owes as Cears, 
Ever tovinz and p. Img, A”. ere esu 
Sing a LOVE >. "Rel % chatta Ler Lars 5 
Wittily. prittii, talk he- dave, 
Chaſe r, and 1 Ae her, t alt or brown 
Socth her, and ſmocn ber, 
Ang teaſe her, and pic aſe ber, 


* 


And tovch but her tui, ket, a ail's your own, 


* 
—— — — 


Do yu tancy a Wien well kun in Man, 
With a Front of Afurance coin bold en; 
Be at her each NMement, and britk.y, br KV | 
Put her m Mind how the e feats on 3 
, Rartie, and prattie, altho* thc !1--wa, 


| Rouſe her, aud touze her nom Mora to Nn, a 
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And ſhew her fome Hour 
You'!] anſwer her DN, 

And get but her Writings, and all's your own, 

Do you fancy a Punk of a ftumour free, 

That's kept by a Fumbler vi Quality, 

You muſt rail at her Keeper, and tell ke:, tell her, 
Taat Pleaſure's beit Chem is Voricty ; 

Swear her much fairer than all the Town, 

Try her, and ply ler when Cully is ge; 

Dog her, and jeg her, 
And riet her ant treat her, 
And kus with a Guinca, and all's vour own. 
SONG 579. 
Would you know how we meet o'er our jolly fu 
Low!s ? 

As we mingle cur Liquors, we mingle our Souls. 

The ſharp mel: the ſweet, the kind ſmooths the ſtrony, 

And nothing out Friendſhip grows all the Night long: 

We rm, laugh, and celebrate ev'ry Deſire; 

Love only remains cur unquenchadle Fire. 

SUNG C40. 
YE Eritcns be merry, becauſe you're grown wiſe, 
Look back with Diſdain on your Indolence pait : 
Our Parliament lately has open'd its Eyes, 
And ſees our true Strength and true Treaſure at laſt. 
From nis happy Hour, 
Thou h our Friends may look four, 
We are, 21d we will be the Maritime Power. 
For Britin deterriin'd her Rights to maintain; 
And the Fiſt” rie: hall make her the Queen of theMain 
What thoue!;, rund bur Iſlands when 1ails our brave 
Feet; 
As Lords of the Ccean we bluſter and brag ? 
An! what though our Neighbours, as oft as we meet, 
Muſt lower thow Top- ails and ſlrike to our Flag ? 
It is all but a---prih ! 
They have ſtil their full With, 
If we get the Honour, while thy get the Fiſh, 
But Brit2in's determin'd, &c. 
For us without all 11G':3aticn or Care, 


May Hans in the Indies his Projects purſue 3 


Ard 
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Ard wary Jack Spaniard lets nobody ſhare, 
In his Mexicon "Trade, or the Wealth cf Peru. 
Then why ſhould not we 
All the wh 1: bc as free, 
With ove own mexbuuſlable Mine in the Seca ? 
Fut B:.tarmn's Ectermin'd, &c. 
Our Plan is conducted with Vigour and Skill, 
A kloriou: Begin ung already ts made z 
Th: Fund with Subſcriptions we chearfully fill, | 
To fettle a briſk and a flouriſhing I rade. | | 
For we nced not be told | 
That vur Herrings well fold | 
Will bring us in Plenty of Silver and Gold. | 
But Britain's determin d, &c. | 
If his Charm had but hit, Friar Bacon of yore 
Had fenc'd vs about with a Bulwark of Brats; 
But this noble Scheme dues a thouſand Times 
And ſhews the old Conjurer was but an Ass. 
For from this ſhall proceed 
A ſucceſſive bold Breed, 
To man out our Navies, u henever they need. 
For Britain's determin'd, &c. 


All Ages, all Sexes, all Hands it employs 
To fit out the Buſſes and manage the Freight; 
Old Men, and old Women, and Maidens and Boys; 
The Pariſh ſhall quickly be eas'd of its Rate, 
It ſhall daily add mere 
To the general Store, 
And give Coin to the Wealthy, and Work to the 
Poor 


For Britain's determin'd, 


And O ye kind Fates, give us Leave to > EY 
( For what cannot fortunate Commercc command ?) 
In Time it ſhall leſſen the naticnal Load, 
Nor ever ſhall Bankruptcy threaten the Land. 
And what ſhall we fay 
To the Jubilee Day, 
When our Debts and our Taxes are vaniſh'd away ? 
For Britain's determin'd her Rights to maintain ; 


And the Fiſh'ries ſhall make her the Queen of the 
Main. ONG 


* Neat \ of P, ature, 
Winte Wit ot 5. cafure, 


Cm court I. „s Feaure, 

Its joy and Smart; 
Ai wy, the, 

With me cures 
To kms. what Fire 

Couſume iy Heart. 
Thi: ens that hafted, 
Are hatdly waſted, 
Sund I was biaſled 

Vith Beauty's Ray z 
Aurora ſiicas ye 
No Fae to ruſy, 

No Jo:y's Peſy, 

So teh ard gay. 
Her kin y d'ature, 
No Ermine better, 
Tho' that {ne Creature 

Is Mic as Sruw ; 
With bluutrirg Graces 
A lorn'd hor Face 18 
Her fowmg Tre ſſes 

s black as S.ow. 
She's tel and dender, 
She's ioft and cer; 
S-me Co., commend her, 

Me vit's too low. 
Tucre joyful Planer, 
To bring her under; 
She's all a Wonder, 

From Top t, Tee. 
Then ce:ſe, cu Sages, 
To quote dull Pages, 
That in all A .es 

The Iris Free: 
Tho g:ezt 4, Skill is, 
So ſtrong the Vell is, 
My Luve or I-mulis 
: Mt Ever Le. 


F 
1 
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| YE Catz that at Midnight fy 
Who beſt feel the Pangs of a paſſionate Lover; 
] appeal to your Scratches and tattered Fur, 
If the Buſineſs of Love is no more than to purr. 
Old Lady Grimalkin, with Gooſeberry Eyes; | 
When Kitten knows ſomething, for why ? ſhe was wiſc; 
You find by Experience the Love Fit's o'er, 
Puſs, Puſs laſts not long, but turns to Cat-whore. 
Men ride many Miles, 
Cats tread many Tiles, 
Both hazard, both hazard theis Necks — 
Only Cats, if they fall 
From a Houſe or a Wall, 
mount their Tails, mount their Tails, 


543+ 
Nymphs, and ye Beaus who deceive em, 
and without Reaſon 


how the Hero I fing, 
Was foil'd by a Girl, tho' at Arms he was King. 


Derry down, &c. 
Creſts, Mottos, Supporters, and Bearings knew he, 
And deeply was ſtudy d in old Pedigree; 


He would fit a whole Evening, and not without Rapture, 

Tell who begat whom, to the End of the Chapter. 
Derry down, &c. 

In forming his Tables, nought griev d him, but ſolely, 

That this Man dy'd celebs, and that fine prole. 

A: laſt, having trac'd other Families down, 

He began to have Thoughts of encreaſing his own. 
. Derry down, &c. 

A Damlel he choſe, not too flow of Belief, 

And fain would he deem'd her Admirer in chief: 

He blazon d his Suit, and the Sum of his Tale, 

Was, n 
Derry down, c. 

In different Stile, to tie faſter the Nooſe, 

He nexz would actack her in ſoft Billet-deaus: * 

0 I 
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I Arger.t au Sable were laid afide quite, 

Flint Engliſh he wrote, and in plain black and white. 
Derry down, &c. 

Againſt ſuch Atchtevements what Beanty could fence ? 

Or who would base thought it was all but Pretence ? 

IIis pain to relieve, and fulfil his Defire, 

The Lady agreed to juin Hands with the Squire. 
Derry down, &c, 

The "Squire in a Fret that the Jeſt went ſo tar, 

Conſider d with Speed how to put in a Bar. 

His Words bound him not, ſince hers did not confine het; 

And this in plain Law, becauſe Miſs was a Minor, 
Derry down, &c. 

Ati6 briſkly reply'd, that the Law was too hard, 

if he who's a Minor may not be a Md: 

in Law then confiding, ſhe took it upon her, 

By juttice to mend thote foul Breeches of Honour, 
Derry down, &c, 

Slie handied him fo, that few would, I warrant, 

live been in his Coat, on fo ſleevelc's an Errand : 

She made him give Bond for ſtamp d Argent and Or, 

And fab1'd his Shield with Cules blazon d before, 
Derry down, &c. 

Ye Heralds produce, from the Time of the Normans, 

In all your Records ſuch a baſe Non- performance; 

Or it without Inſtance the Caſe is we touch on, 

Let this be ſet down as a Blet in his Scutcheon, 
Derry down, &c. 

SONG 54A. 
YE Gods that round fair Celia wait, 
To bring from her bright Eyes our Fate ? 

Go tell the Nymph in ſofteſt Sighs, 

And tell her, her Adorer dies. 

But if that won't her Pity move, 

And the, proud Thing, diſdains my Love; 

Then let her know 3 tis all a Lye, 

For haughty Strephon ſcorns to die. 


SONG 


LES 
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SONG 3B. 
VI. Xaidens, ye Wives, and young Widows rejoice, 
Proclaim a Thankſgiving with your Heart 2nd your 
Voice; 
Since Waters were Waters, I dare boldly ſay, 
Ye ne*er had mare Caule for a Thankſgiving -Pay. 
For from London Town, there is lately come down, 
Four able Phyficians, who never wore gown 
Whoſe Phyſick is pleaſant, tho? their Doſes are large, 
And you may be cur'd without Danger or Charge. 


Xo Bolus, no Vomit, no Poticn, no Pill, | 
Winch ſometimes do cure, but oftner do kill; 
Yow: taſte, or your Palate, need ne'er be diſpleas d, 
I! you'll be but advis'd, to try one of theſe. 4 


For they have a new Drug, * tis call'd the cloſe Hug, 
Tu ill mend your Complexion, and make you look imug: 
"Tis a ſovereign Balfam, when once well apply. d, 

Fer, though wounded at Heart, the Patient ne er dy d. 


In the Morning you need not be robb d of your Reit, | 
For in your warm Bed this Phyſick works Left ; 
What tho” in the tak! ing ſome Stirring's requir d, 
The motien s {6 pleaſant you cannot be tir d: 
On your Backs yt u mult lie, with you Bodies rais'd high, 
And one of theſe Doctors muſt always be nigh, 
Who fill will be ready to cover you warm, | 
For if you take Cold, all Phyſick doe: Harm. 
But beſore theſe Doctors will give their Dire tion, 
They always conſult the Patient's Complexion; 
If the has a moift Palm, ox a red Head of Hair, 
She requires more Balſam than one man can ſpare . 
If the has a long Noſe, the L--d.above knows + 
How many great Handfals muſt go to her Doſe : 
You Ladies, that have fuch ill Symrtoms as theſe, 
In Conſcience and Honcur ſhould pay double Fecs. 


And ſo let us give to theſe Doctors due Pralie, 
Who to all kind of Perſons their Favour conveys : 
On the Ugly, for Pity's Sake, Skill ſhall be ſhuwn, 
But as for the Handiome, they re cur d for their n. 
On their Silver and Coll, they never lay hold, 
For what comes io free! y "they ſcorn ſhould be told * 
O0 2 | 'Thea 
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. and heartily pray, 
— : 3 decay. 


YE fragrant Scents 2 
Or with the Seaſons fly, _ 

Where'er ye breath, where'er 

To find ye I ſhall learn the 
nene 

My Senſes fond Purſuit to fly; 
Pl] catch you on Belinda's Cheek, 

Or ſome convenient Charm near by. 


My 
And, in the fultry Heat of Day, 
When ſhe does ſeek ſome cool Retreat, 
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Then ſhall all idle Flames be o cr, 
Nor Eyes or Heart e er Wander more ; 
Both, Chloe, fix for ever an they : 
For thou art all thy Set to me. 


A guilty is a falſe Embrace; 
Corinna's Love's a Faity Chace; 
Be gone, thou Meteor, fleeting Fire, 
And all that can't ſurvive defies: 
Chloe my Reaſon moves, and Awe ; 
And Cupid ſhot me Hen I aw, 

S GN G 5 50. 
YE Purp!e-blocming Roſes, 

When Love in Wreaths "diſpoſes ; 
Why guard you ſo your Treaſures, 
And grudge the Boy his Pleafures ? 
So mix d with ſweet and four, - 
Life's not anlike the Flow'r : a 
Its Sweets unpluck' d will languiſh, 
And gather d tis with Anguiſh. 
Then, lovely Boy, bring hither 
The Chaplet, e' er it wither ; 
Steep' in the various Fuices 
The cluſter'd Vine produces, 

This, round my moiſten d Treſſes, 
he Uſe of Life expreſſes: 

Wine blunts the Thorn of Sorrow ; 
Our Role may fade To-morrow. 


SONG 5cr. 
YE Swains that are courting a Maid, 
Be warn'd and inſtructed by me; 
Tho' imall the Experience Ive had, 
Il! give you good Counſel and free, 
For Women are changeable Things, 
And ſeldom a Moment the ſame ; 
As Time a Variety brings, 
Their Looks new Humours proclaim. 
Their Looks, &c. 
But ne who in Love would ſucceed, 
And his Miſtreſs's Favour obtain, 
Mult mind it as ſure as his Creed, 


To make Hay while the Sun is ſerene; 


There's 
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And s w re and 
— when eſe many cake 
When tis gone in vain you'll aſſay. 
SONG 3382. 
YE Nymphs and ye Swains that adorn the gay Plain: 
Come liſten a while to my ſorrowful Strains ; 
Oh ! hear me with Pity e 


———— little brown 
As at Cards with — Dh 
To baniſh dull Vapour, and drive Care away, 
Young Collin, as briſk as the Birds in the Spring, 
Was playing all the while with my little brown Thing, 
3 but let him enjoy 


and with my Toy, 
— wan, 4x — — Ae Swing, 
——ů mon bug ere pt my little 


brown Thing. 

NG. LES ute om? 
He anſwer'd, with a Smale, I was the Cauſe ; 
He ſwore, he had rather, than call hamſelf King, 
Have play c all the Night with my little brown Thing. 

However, ſaid he, if on Terms yuu will treat, 

Be kind, and 1'l fall like Len at your Feet 
Oh! oh! oh! He d thas, whit ound thee Icling, 
Surrender one Moment thy little brown Thing. 

I figh'd, and cry d, nay, but as well might comply d- 
He was fix d to obtain what in vain I 'd: 

The reft of my Story, Oh ! how fhall I 
In Words how he raviſh'd my little brown Thing. 
SONG 553. 


YE Nymphs, no more take Pains to hide 
Your Love, but own your Paſſion: 


For Virtue, if too nice, is Pride; 
And Coyneſs, Affectation. 

Cupid, make your Virgins tender, 
Make em eaſy to be won; 

Let em preſently ſurrender, 
When the Treaty's once begun. 


Such 3s like __ 
2 * 
Let em cruel Damſels find 
But for ſuch as would be doing, 
Pr'ythee, Cupid, make them kind, 
SONG 5 
YE Virgins Pow'rs, defend my 
From amorous Looks and Smiles ; 
From ſaucy Love, or nicer Art, 
Which moſt our Sex beguiles. 


There place a Guard of Pride. 
An Heart whoſe Flames are ſeen, tho” pure, 
Needs every Virtue's Aid ; 
And ſhe who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneft is betray d. 
SONG 
YE, Wii 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet I'll fwear I can't tell how, 
The pleafing Plague ftole on me. 
"Tis not her Face that Love creates, 
For there no Graces revel : 
Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates 
Have rather been uncivil. 
"Tis not her Air, for fure in that 
There's nothing more than common : 
Tis not her Senſe, for that's but Chat, 
Like any other Woman. 
Her Voice, her Touch, might give th Alarm. 
| "Tis both perhaps, or necer: 
, "tis ki C1 
Of Celia all together, 


(449 ) 
SONG 5x6, 
YES, T could love, If I could find 
A Miſtreſs fitted to my Mind; 
Whom neither Gold nor Pride could move, 
To change her Virtue or her Love. 


Loves to go neat, not to go fine; 
Loves for myſelt, and not for mine : 
Not City proud, nor nice and coy ; 
But full of Love, and full of Joy. 

Nor childiſh young, nor beldame old ; 
Nor fiercy hot, nor icy cold : 

Not gravely wiſe, tu rule the State: 
Nor tooliſh, to be pointed at. 


Not worldly rich, ror baſely poor; 
Not chaſte, nor a reputed Whores 
If ſuch a one you can diſcover, 
Pray, Sir, entitle me her Lover. 


SONG För. 
you I love, by all that's true, 
More than all Things here below 5 
With a Pleaſure far more great 
Than e'er a Creature loved yer ; 
And yet fill you cry, forbeat, 
Love no more, or love not here. 
Bid the Miſer leave. his Ore, 
Bid the Wretched figh no more ; 
Bid the Old be Young again, 
Bid the Nun not think of Man : 
Sylvia, when thou this can do, 
Bid me then not think of you. 
Love's not the Thing of Choice, but Fate : 
What makes me love, makes you to hate, 
Sylvia then do what you will, 
Eaſe, or cure, torment or kill ; 
Be kind, or cruel, falſe or true, 
Love I muſt, and none but you, 


What tho” her Air and 's divine, 
Yet ſtill I can withſtand 

I'll make the ſporting Youth repine, 
And ſhe w him Lam Commander. 

But if true Love hath no 
On that delightful Treaſure, 

The Power I have ll not naglect, 
But ſeize her at my Pleaſure. 


Who doea with Sighs and Tears propoſe 
Your Heart to move : 

But, if he talk of ſettling Land, 

A Houſe in Town, and Coach maintain'd, 

Tou underftand. 


You underſtand no Charms in Wit, 


( 442 ) 
Co iearch thto' Nature's ſecret Laws, 
Why to herſelf ſhe's true; 
If you extort from her the Cauſe, 
Then I will anſwer you 
SONG För. 
Y Oung Virgias love Pieafure, 
As Miſers do Treaſure, | 
And both alike ſtudy to heighten the Meaſure ; 
Their Hearts they will rifle, 
For ev'ry new Trifle, 
And when in their Teers fall in Love tor a Song: 
But ſoon as they marry, 
And find Things miſcarry, 
Oh how they Hh, tht hey were not more wary: 
Inſicad of ſoft wooing,. . | 1 
They run to their Ruin, N 
248. Lives after drag Sorrow . 
SONG 5562. 
Y Outh' the Seaſon made for Joy, 
Love is then our Duty, 
She alone who that employs, — 
Well deſerves her Beauty, a * 

Let's be gay, ä 

While me may, 

Beauty's a Flower, aer. din Decay. 
Youth's the Seaſon, &c. ; 
Let us drink and ſport to Day, , 83 

Ours is not To-morrow; 5 ity 
Love with Youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but Sorrow. 

Dance and fling, * © : | 

Time's on the Wing, . 1 
Life never knows the returning Spring. 

Let us drink, &c.. 
2 o N 96. 
Ong I am, and vet unſkilf' . 
How to make a Lover yield: 
Ho to keep, or how to gain z 
2 to love, or when to feigu. 


Take 


/ ” _ a ye=" ad. 


( 443 ) 


Take me, take me, ſome of you, | 
While 1 yet am young and true: 
Ere I can my Soul diſguiſe, 
Heave my Breaſts, and roul my Eyes. | 
tay not till I learn the Way, 
How to lic and to betray 
He that has me firſt is bleſt; 
For I may deceave the reſt. 
Cd I nnd a blooming Youth, 
Full of Love and full of Truth; 
Briſk ard of a janty Mein, 
I] ſhou's long to be Fifteen, | 
SONG 564 | 
Y Oung Damiels were formerly won, 
By a Fimp's Application to Mother 
But the Quahry laving are grown, | 
One does the good Office for t'other. | 


At Ombre, Ballet, and Quadrille, 
They care not what Money they ſquander : 
Yet though they diſgorge the old Pill, | 
They grumble at paying the Pander. 
SONG 565. | 
F the Way; 
My Senſe deprav d, | 
My Strength enſlav' d; | 
| As 1 did love, you did betray : 
How great the Curſe, > dad ar Then, | 
To pais Life's Sea with ſuch a Mate. 


SONG 557. 
OUR muſty old Rules, 
Are for dull thinking Fools, 
Who to Wiſdom make awkward Pretences ; 
But the World is fo wiie, 
All Schemes to deſpiſe, 
Which prohibit th' enjoying five Senſes. 
IU rove and I'll range, 
My Lovers F ll change, 
Since changing in Females is common; 
The dull Life of a Nun, 
All fine Ladies ſhun, 
For Pleaſure s the Soul of a Woman. SONG 


That will rid me of him, 
For I'l] drink to the Brim, 
And unleſ he can ſwim, 
He like other Puppies wi 
've heard, no doubt, how all the Globe 
Was Soak d of old with Noah's Flood: 
See ! here's a Globe that holds a Sea ! | 
A Sea of Liquer's twice as good | Tol, lol, de rol. 
Had Noah's been a Flood like this, 
— — 
They d drank the as it roſe, | 
And left the Ark, like Noah, dry, Tal, lol, de rol. 


